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THE  BRADY 

1  OR, 

The  Great  Copper-JVtine  Case. 

.  I 

BY  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

> 

A  COWARDLY  ATTACK. 

“Let  go  of  me,  you  villain,  or  Fll  call  for  the  police !” 

‘‘Keep  still!  Do  you  want  me  to  bury  this  dagger  in 
your  heart,  girl  ?” 

“Release  me,  I  say !  I  want  to  get  in  that  carriage.” 

“Stop  your  struggling/’ 

“I  won’t !” 

“Then  take  the  consequences !” 

“Help!  help!  help!” 

The  dim  light  of  a  street  lamp  showed  a  burly  ruffian 
with  a  mask  on  his  face,  struggling  furiously  with  a  beauti¬ 
ful  young  girl. 

He  gripped  her  savagely  by  the  throat  with  one  hand,  and 
wa-  making  a  desperate  effort  to  plunge  a  gleaming  dagger 
into  her  breast. 

Close  by  stood  a  private  coupe  from  which  the  man  had 
just  alighted,  but  the  driver  made  no  effort  to  protect  the 
villain's  frail  victim. 

It  wa-  late  on  a  dark  March  night,  and  there  was  no 
.one] if  r  -pot  in  New  York  than  that  section  of  Fifth  avenue 
jn-f  beside  Central  Park. 

Tie  girl  was  but  eighteen,  handsomely  dressed,  and  rath¬ 
er  *l^nd  er. 

She  wa-  no  match  for  the  powerful  ruffian,  and  as  his 
tiac-!:D-  grip  tightened  on  her  delicate  white  throat,  her 
„h r\,V-  wer<  -tifbd  to  a  hoarse  gurgle,  and  she  fell  to  her 
clutching  at  hi-  arm. 

The  roan  not  intent  upon  robbery  or  abduction. 


There  was  murder  in  his  heart. 

For  an  instant  he  glared  down  at  the  distorted  face  of  his 
strangling  victim,  then  he  raised  the  cruel  knife  to  bury  it 
in  her  heart. 

But  just  then  the  active  figure  of  a  powerful  youth  of 
twenty  came  flying  over  the  park  wall,  and  rushing  at  the 
ruffian,  he  dealt  the  wretch  a  terrific  blow  in  the  face  with 
his  clenched  fist. 

It  released  the  man’s  grip  and  knocked  him  down. 

“You  cur !”  panted  the-  boy,  “what  are  you  doing,  any¬ 
way  ?” 

He  darted  over  to  the  half  fainting  girl  as  he  spoke  and 
assisted  her  to  rise. 

“Thank  heaven !”  she  gasped  hoarsely,  as  she  leaned 
against  the  wall. 

“What  was  he  doing?”  demanded  the  handsome  boy, 
quickly. 

“Trying  to  kill  me,”  the  girl  answered,  faintly. 

“Are  you  injured  ?” 

“No.” 

“Then  T’ll  attend  to  this  brute!” 

He  rushed  at  the  man  as  he  spoke,  and  attacked  him  just 
as  he  scrambled  to  his  feet,  raving  and  swearing  at  his  gal¬ 
lant  young  assailant. 

“I’ll  pay  you  off  for  interfering’”  he  yelled. 

“We’ll  see  about  that!”  grimly  answered  the  boy. 

\nd  out  shot  his  fist  like  a  sledge-hammer,  catching  the 
villain  so  hard  on  the  nose  that  he  almost  smashed  that  organ 
flat,  and  made  the  man  reel  back. 
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He  followed  up  his  advantage  with  the  speed  and  skill  of 
an  athlete. 


“Do  you  mind  explaining  t hi 
The  girl  had  recovered  her 


*  occurrence,  mi**  Y" 
faculties  by  this  tinn 
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A  shower  of  jabs,  swings  and  upper-cuts  rained  upon  the 
radian's  head  with  terrific  force  and  bewildering  speed. 

Several  times  the  wretch  tried  to  strike  back  with  his 
knife,  but  the  boy  avoided  the  blows,  and  finally  kicked  the 
dagger  out  of  the  man's  hand. 

“Why  don’t  you  pay  me  off,  you  dog?”  cried  the  boy, 
tauntingly,  as  the  knife  went  flying  over  the  stone  wall. 
“I'll  teach  you  to  attempt  to  murder  an  unprotected  young 
girl.  Take  that  tc  remember  me  by !” 

And  bang!  went  the  young  fellow's  fist  on  the  man's  jaw, 
knocking  him  up  against  a  tree-box  near  the  curb. 

“Oh,  you  wait !”  yelled  the  frenzied  villain.  “I’ll - ” 

“You’ll  come  to  jail  with  me  now,"  retorted  the  boy. 
“I'm  a  detective,  and  by  thunder,  nothing  will  please  me 
better  than  to  run  you  in  !" 

A  cry  of  dismay  escaped  the  man  upon  hearing  this. 

He  recoiled,  and  the  mask  fell  from  his  face,  for  the  last 
blow  he  received  had  broken  the  string  that  held  it  on. 

As  the  light  of  the  street  lamp  slanted  down  upon  his 
features,  a  stifled  cry  escaped  from  the  young  girl,  and  she 
started  forward,  pointed  at  the  cowering  rascal,  and  cried 
in  tones  of  intense  excitement: 

“It’s  Mark  Darrell,  my  father’s  partner !’’ 

The  boy  observed  that  he  was  a  heavy-featured  man  with 
deep  eyes,  a  sharp  nose,  and  a  closely  trimmed  gray  beard 
on  the  lower  part  of  his  red  face. 

Shaking  his  fist  at  her,  he  hissed  furiously : 

“I’m  baffled  to-night,  Nellie  Ray,  but  we’ll  meet  again !’’ 

Just  then  the  boy  rushed  toward  him,  but  tripping  over 
the  edge  of  the  asphalt  pavement,  he  fell  to  the  ground. 

At  the  same  moment,  the  driver  cried: 

“Run,  Mark,  there’s  some  one  coming !” 

The  villain  leaped  into  the  carriage  just  as  an  old  man, 
with  a  strong,  tall  figure  and  white  hair  scaled  the  park  wall. 

Crack  went  the  driver’s  whip,  and  the  spirited  team  of 
bays  dashed  away  at  a  terrific  pace  up  the  silent  avenue. 

The  newcomer  had  on  a  big,  white  felt  hat,  an  old  blue 
frock  coat  buttoned  up  to  the  stock  and  standing  collar 
around  his  neck,  and  his  strong  features  were  cleanly  shaved. 

He  darted  over  to  the  boy,  who  was  attired  somewhat 
after  his  fashion,  and  seizing  his  arm,  he  exclaimed  in  low 
tones : 

“Wont's  the  row,  Harry  Brady?  Are  you  in  trouble?’’ 

“No,  Old  King  Brady.  1  ain’t,”  retorted  the  boy,  as  he  got 
upon  his  feet;  “but  I  just  stopped  an  assassin  from  mur¬ 
dering  that  young  lady,  and  the  villain  made  his  escape  in 
the  coupe  dashing  up  the  avenue.” 

“So  it  was  her  screams  that  brought  us  here?” 

“ Yes,  and  it’s  lucky  for  her  we  were  crossing  through  the 
park  from  the  we*t  side.  If  1  hadn't  tripped,  I  would  have 
had  the  ruffles  on  him.” 

“What  did  he  attack  the  girl  for?” 

“Haven’t  the  faintest  idea" 

The  Bradys  were  two  Secret  Service  detectives,  and  the 
mvtrrioiii  affair  amused  their  curiosity,  and  led  the  old 
reteran  to  n*k  the  girl  in  kindlv  tones : 


glanced  keenly  at  the  speaker. 

He  was  evidently  an  old-fashioned  man,  as  cool,  daring 
and  shrewd  as  his  boy  partner,  and  she  was  impressed  h. 

vorably  with  his  kind  face.  •  „  J 

“1  don't  mind  giving  you  the  particulars,  sir,  she  re¬ 
plied,  in  low,  sweet  tones,  as  she  approached  nearer  to  him. 
“That  man  was  my  father’s  business  partner.  I  believe  jhe 
murdered  my  father,  to  steal  his  interest  in  a  great 
mine  out  in  Montana.  And  as  I  am  my  lath'  r  >  ir(>s,  I 
think  he  wants  to  put  me  out  of  the  wav,  too,  that  i urn-  ■  nay 
be  no  claimant  to  wrest  from  him  his  ill-gotten  gains. 

“And  your  father's  name?” 

“Philip  Ray.” 

“What?"  gasped  the  old  detective  in  astonishment,  “are 
you  Nellie  Ray?" 

“I  am,"  replied  the  girl,  surprised  that  he  knew  her. 

“And  the  man  who  escaped,  was  he  Mark  Darrell?” 

“That  is  his  name,"  replied  the  girl,  more  and  more  as¬ 
tonished.  “Why  do  you  ask  ?” 

“Because,”  replied  Old  King  Bradv,  “we  have  recently 
received  certain  information  about  the  alleged  murder  of 
your  father,  and  we  were  to-night  on  onr  way  to  your  home 
to  see  you  about  the  matter.” 

“How  strange !"  replied  the  girl.  “And  now  that  wp  1 
have  met  under  such  peculiar  circumstances,  I  would  be 
glad  to  have  you  go  home  with  me,  and  I  will  give  you  all  ; 
the  details  of  this  singular  affair.” 

“Nothing  would  give  us  greater  pleasure,”  eagerly  as-  • 
sented  the  old  officer. 

And  with  the  girl  between  them,  the  Bradys  walked  away. 

These  detectives,  it  must  bo  explained,  were  the  most  iffli- 
cient  officers  in  the  Secret  Service.  Their  fame  was  world-  • 
wide,  and  they  were  a  source  of  dread  to  the  crooks  at  largo, 
for  they  never  were  known  to  fail  to  arrest  a  man  they  were 
sent  after. 

Some  years  previously  Old  King  Brady  became  acquaint¬ 
ed  with  the  boy  who  bore  his  name.  Finding  him  ambition- 
to  be  a  detective,  he  secured  Harry's  appointment  on  the  n 

force,  and  taught  him  the  business.  They  then  became  part¬ 
ners. 

On  the  night  in  question,  their  chief  detailed  them  or.  : 
some  secret  work. 

Going  to  an  hospital  on  the  west  side  of  town,  they  had  a 
conversation  with  a  dying  burglar,  who  had  been  shot  by  a 
policeman. 


They  then  crossed  Central  Park,  intending  to  call  on  Nel¬ 
lie  Kay,  when  they  heard  her  cries  for  help,  and  ran  to  her 
rescue. 


■  *  — mmie  in  oevpiu> 

street.  Old  King  Bradv  asked  her: 

-How  came  you  to  be  over  there  near  the  nark 
hour  of  the  night  ?" 

I  "ent  there  bv  appointment.”  replied  Nellie, 
ter  reached  me  to-day.  saying  the  writer  wished  to 
privately,  to  give  me  some  secret  and  valuable  infoi 
about  my  father.  It  Warned  me  to  alone,  el,-  lb, 
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would  uot  appear.  and  it  enjoined  me  to  keep  the  appoint¬ 
ment  secret.  1  went  to  the  place  at  ten  o’clock.  A  coupe 
soon  dashed  up  to  the  spot.  The  masked  man  alighted. 
He  at  once  made  an  effort  to  get  me  into  the  vehicle.  I 
resisted.  The  rest  you  know." 

“And  when  his  mask  fell  off  you  recognized  him  as  Mark 
Darrell,  your  father's  former  partner  in  business?” 

“Yes,  for  I  had  often  met  that  man  months  ago.  I 
recognized  him  at  once." 

They  said  no  more  until  they  reached  the  cosy  frame  cot¬ 
tage,  into  which  a  maid  admitted  them,  and  the  detectives 
were  ushered  into  the  pretty  little  parlor. 

When  they  were  seated.  Old  King  Bradv  said : 

“Now,  Miss  Ray,  if  you  will  kindly  tell  us  all  you  know 
about  your  father’s  connection  with  the  Jolly  Joker  copper 
mine,  we  may  be  enabled  to  give  you  some  startling  news 
on  that  subject.” 

“Ah !”  said  Nellie,  in  startled  tones.  “Then  you  already 
know  something  about  the  matter?  You  can  tell  me,  per¬ 
haps,  whether  my  father  was  really  murdered,  or  whether  he 
is  yet  alive?” 

“The  information  we  have  will  startle  you,”  replied  the 
old  detective,  as  he  took  a  chew  of  tobacco.  “And  it  is  a 
storv  we  are  going  to  sift  to  the  dregs,  too !” 


CHAPTER  IT. 

TRACKED  BY  THE  DETECTIVES. 

Nellie  Ray  suppressed  whatever  curiosity  and  excitement 
she  felt  over  Old  King  Brady’s  words,  and  after  a  moment’s 
thought,  she  said  in  low  tones : 

“I’ll  make  my  story  as  brief  as  possible,  Mr.  Brady.  Last 
year  my  father  and  I  lived  in  Butte  City.  He  had  some 
money,  and  was  a  superintendent  in  the  great  Anaconda 
copper  mine.  Mark  Darrell  was  his  chum.  They  fre¬ 
quently  went  off  prospecting  together,  and  finally  struck  it 
rich,  back  in  the  foothills.  Procuring  capital,  they  devel¬ 
oped  their  claim,  and  it  proved  to  be  a  bonanza.  It  was 
one  of  the  richest  copper  leads  in  Montana.  My  father  told 
me  it  would  make  a  millionaire  of  him,  in  due  time.  An 
aunt  of  mine,  living  in  this  house,  was  taken  ill  about  six 
months  ago,  and  sent  for  me.  I  came  on  to  New  York,  only 
to  find  she  had  died,  and  left  me  this  house  and  a  very  small 
income.  A  few  days  after  my  arrival  here,  I  received  a  dis¬ 
patch  from  Mark  Darrell,  saying  my  father  had  been  killed 

I  in  an  accident.  He  added  that  an  examination  of  his  ac- 
r<>un t-  showed  him  to  be  a  bankrupt.  Imagine  my  feelings. 

what  a  dreadful  situation  I  was  placed  in.  With  no 
money  or  friends,  I  had  to  accept  his  story  and  remain  here, 
to  live  as  best  I  could.  T  wrote  to  Darrell  for  the  particu¬ 
lar-  He  answered  that  he  was  corning  on  to  this  city,  and 
would  fee  me  about  the  matter.  Then  he  kept  putting  off 
hi*  vidt.  I  grew  suspicious.  Tt  occurred  to  me  that  he 
*  Ky\  V  d  rev  father  to  rob  him.  But  I  could  not  do  any¬ 
thing  to  verify  this  idea.  Then,  to-night’s  adventure  trans¬ 


pired  ;  and,  as  you  know,  it  led  me  to  believe  that  Darrell 
wanted  to  put  me  out  of  the  way,  so  I  could  not  contest  his 
claim  on  my  father’s  share  in  that  copper  mine  they  owned 
jointly.” 

The  Bradys  glanced  at  each  other  significantly,  and 
smiled. 

Finally  Young  King  Brady,  as  Harry  was  sometimes 
known,  said: 

“Your  suspicions  were  correct,  Miss  Ray.” 

“As  it  seems  that  you  two  gentlemen  know  something 
about  this  unfortunate  affair,”  said  the  girl,  anxiously,  “I 
would  be  very  grateful  if  you  would  tell  me  what  there  is 
behind  all  this  horrible  mystery.” 

“We  learned  the  inside  facts  in  the  ease  to-night,  from 
the  burglar  we  mentioned  before,”  replied  Harry,  “and  we 
will  give  you  the  details  which  go  to  make  up  the  missing 
links  in  the  story  you  have  just  told  us.” 

“It  will  relieve  my  suspense  if  you  will,”  said  the  girl. 

“Then  listen,  and  you  will  see  how  strangely  the  exposi¬ 
tion  of  this  case  came  about.  Some  time  ago  this  country 
was  flooded  with  counterfeit  Canadian  coins.  They  were 
fine,  imitations,  for  they  were  made  of  real  silver.  The 
only  difference  between  them  and  genuine  money  was  that 
the  counterfeits  were  very  much  lighter  in  weight.  The 
counterfeiters  calculated  to  give  about  twenty  cents’  worth 
of  silver  for  fifty  cents,  in  the  form  of  these  spurious  coins.” 

“That  was  a  very  clever  scheme.” 

“Yes,  but  the  Treasury  Department  discovered  the  trick, 
and  we  were  detailed  to  run  down  the  counterfeiters,  if  pos¬ 
sible,  and  break  up  the  gang.  After  a  while  we  became  con¬ 
vinced  that  the  crooked  work  was  done  on  the  American 
side  of  the  frontier.  Our  investigations  led  us  to  Montana. 
There  we  finally  learned  that  a  burglar  named  Barney  Green 
was  working  with  the  gang.  He  learned  that  we  were  after 
him  and  fled.  Concluding  that  we  could  learn  who  his 
pals  were,  if  we  could  nab  him,  we  started  on  his  trail.  He 
led  us  a  chase  back  to  New  York.  Here  we  lost  him.  He 
was  dead  broke.  To  relieve  his  fortune,  he  attempted  to 
rob  a  bank  in  Harlem.  A  policeman  shot  him.  We  got 
wind  of  his  identity,  and  went  to  the  hbspital  to  look  over 
the  wounded  burglar.  As  we  suspected,  he  was  Barney 
Green.  We  found  the  man  in  a  dying  condition.” 

“But  what  has  all  this  got  to  do  with  me  ?”  asked  Nellie. 

“Everything,  as  you  will  soon  find  out.” 

“Go  on  with  your  story,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Well,”  continued  Harry,  “Green  recognized  us.  Know¬ 
ing  he  was  dying,  he  admitted  his  guilt,  told  us  who  the 
members  of  the  gang  were,  and  explained  where  we  could 
find  the  counterfeiting  mint.  He  was  actuated  by  revenge 
on  his  pals,  for  not  one  of  them  offered  to  give  him  a  helping 
hand  when  they  learned  that  we  were  after  him.  The  lead¬ 
er  of  the  gang,  he  told  us,  was  no  one  but  Mark  Darrell, 
your  father’s  business  partner.” 

“What!  Can  it  be  possible?”  gasped  Nellie,  in  astonish¬ 
ment. 

“Yes,  it’s  a  fact.  Barney  Green  was  particularly  mad  at 
Darrell.  In  a  fii  of  rage  he  told  us  that  lie  had  seen  Darrell 
murder  Philip  Ray,  and  fold  us  where  the  body  of  your 
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father  was  hidden.  When  the  villain  killed  your  father,  he 
produced  forged  bills  of  sale,  whereby  Mr.  Kay  was  supposed 
to  have  transferred  to  him  all  his  interest  in  their  copper 
mine.  This  was  done  in  order  to  swindle  you  out  of  your 
inheritance.  And  the  villain  came  on  here  with  the  evi¬ 
dent  purpose  of  killing  you  to  prevent  any  legal  action  being 
taken  against  him  to  make  him  give  you  your  fathers  inter¬ 
est  in  that  valuable  business.” 

“Then  my  theory  was  correct?”  asked  Nellie. 

“Perfectly,”  Harry  answered,  with  a  nod.  “There  can  be 
no  question  about  it.  We  secured  Barney  Green’s  sworn 
affidavit,  covering  all  the  facts  I  have  just  related,  before  he 
died  in  the  hospital.” 

“And  now?” 

“Now  we  are  going  back  to  Montana  to  capture  Darrell 
and  his  gang  of  counterfeiters.  Incidentally,  we  intend  to 
force  that  villain  to  show  his  hand,  and  make  over  to  you 
your  father’s  share  in  the  copper  mine.” 

“How  kind  of  you.” 

“It  will  be  a  pleasure  to  us  to  do  so,  for  it  will  put  an 
end  to  the  counterfeiting.” 

“IIow  can  it,  Mr.  Brady?”  asked  Nellie,  in  puzzled  tongs;. 

“Simply  because  the  silver  from  which  the  counterfeits 
aVe  coined  comes  from  your  father’s  mine.  In  fact,  that 
mine  was  first  thought  to  be  a  silver  mine,  and  they  worked 
it  for  the  silver  it  contained,  until  they  struck  the  streak  of 
copper  and  found  it  the  more  valuable  of  the  two  ores  to 
get  out.” 

“I  see.” 

“Now,  in  order  to  protect  your  interests  in  Montana,  you 
had  better  be  there  when  we  return  to  Butte  City.  And  we 
shall  probably  take  you  with  us  to  identify  your  father’s 
remains.  Will  you  go?” 

“With  pleasure.” 

“Very  well.  You  can  begin  your  preparations  at  once, 
for  we  are  apt  to  depart  any  day,  now.  In  fact,  there  is 
nothing  to  keep  us  here  now,  except  to  run  down  Mark  Dar¬ 
rell.  In  the  meantime,  if  you  receive  any  more  anonymous 
notes,  pay  no  attention  to  them,  for  that  villain  may  make 
another  attempt  to  put  you  out  of  the  way,  if  he  gets  a 
chance.” 

Hie  Bradys  then  left  the  girl,  and  went  downtown  toward 
Secret  Service  headquarters,  to  report  to  their  chief  all  that 
had  happened. 

But  they  did  not  reach  the  office  that  night. 

An  incident  occurred  which  changed  their  plans  at  once. 

While  riding  on  a  Madison  avenue  car.  they  passed  n 
coupe  going  in  the  same  direction  they  were  pursuing,  and 
glancing  in  the  window,  Harry  caught  a  view  of  Mark  Dar¬ 
rell  sitting  in  the  vehicle,  smoking  a  cigar. 

“By  Jove,  there’s  our  man  now !”  exclaimed  the  boy. 
squeezing  his  partner's  arm  and  pointing  at  the  carriage. 

Old  King  Bradv  gazed  intently  at  the  driver  of  the  equip- 
page. 


ney  Green's  description,  he  must  be  Iim  Golden,  on*Lj  j 

Darrell’s  gang.  1 

“We  can  easily  prove  that  when  w’e  arrest  them,  reph^ 

Harry.  “It  is  now  imperative  to  keep  that  carriage  -hid. 
owed.  We  must  not  lose  sight  of  them  for  an  instant,  till 
we  get  the  villains  located  in  their  residence.” 

“They  must  know  us  by  sight.  We  must  change  our  *p.  , 
pearance,  Harry t  That  will  give  us  a  chance  to  get  in  do «e  j 

range  without  scaring  them/’ 

“As  there  isn’t  a  soul  in  this  car  but  ourselves,  we  can  , 
make  the  change  here,”  replied  the  boy.  “The  conductor 
won’t  bother  us  any.” 

The  Bradys  were  furnished  with  reversible  suits,  and  oth¬ 
er  necessities  for  disguising  themselves  at  a  moment’s  no¬ 
tice. 

They  therefore  made  an  immediate  and  startling  change 
in  their  appearance. 

When  Harry  finished,  he  was  clad  as  a  bicyclist,  and  wore  i 
a  false  mustache. 

Old  King  Brady  made  a  more  radical  change,  for  he  i 
swiftly  made  his  costume  turn  into  a  military  uniform,  and 
wore  a  red  wig  and  side  whiskers. 

Their  felt  hats  were  rolled  up  and  put  in  their  pockets,  i 

The  conductor  gazed  in  at  them  in  astonishment,  but  made  i 
no  comment. 

Watching  the  coupe,  they  saw  it  turn  into  Forty-second  i 
street  after  the  car,  and  just  before  reaching  the  Park  ave¬ 
nue  tunnel  the  detectives  alighted. 

Gliding  over  to  the  drug  store  on  the  corner,  they  went 
in,  and  watched  the  oncoming  coupe  through  the  glass  doors. 

The  carriage  pulled  up  before  the  Grand  Union  Hotel.  - 

Darrell  alighted  and  went  into  the  building,  and  Tim 
Golden  drove  away. 

UI 11  shadow  Darrell.  You  keep  the  carriage  in  view," 
said  Old  King  Brady. 

“T  ery  well.  1 11  meet  you  later  in  the  hotel  lobby,*'  Har¬ 
ry  answered. 

They  left  the  drug  store  together. 

Y  hile  Old  King  Brady  went  over  to  the  hotel,  the  boy 
pursued  the  carriage  down  to  Lexington  avenue,  and  saw 
it  turn  into  a  livery  stable. 

It  s  a  hired  rig,  after  all,”  thought  the  voting  detective. 

He  saw  Golden  give  the  suit  of  livery  he  wore  to  the  stable  l 
man,  and  receive  a  black  coat  and  derby  hat  in  exchange.  - 

I  lie  man  then  left  the  stable,  and  Harry  followed  him 
back  to  the  hotel. 


All  his  disguising  to  look  like  a  coachman  was  useless. 

Im  uo  baffled  them  finely,”  chuckled  the  bov.  as  he  went 
along  after  his  man. 

\  pof  Golden's  arrival  at  the  hotel,  he  went  to  the  clerk 
>nd  asked  for  his  kev. 


ur  friend  just  got  it  and  went  up  to  the  room,” 

I  he  clerk. 

Golden”*  DllTnber  Wa*  the  apartment— I  forget  it?*’  atlrf 


Then  he  turned  to  Harry  and  said: 

“Now  I  can  understand  why  it  was  that  driver  so  rrWmlv 
watched  Tbmvll  trying  to  kill  that  girl.  Vccording  to  Bar¬ 


“Hoorn  SOfi.  on  the  third  fhv 
“Thank  vou.  V\]  go  up  in 
Harry  heard  what  was  said. 


sir.” 
the  elev 
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Watching  the  villain,  he  saw  Golden  go  upstairs. 

The  next  moment  Old  King  Brady  glided  over  to  his 
young  partner. 

“We’ve  got  them  located,"  he  whispered.  “Let’s  go  right 
up  and  nab  them  in  their  room.  There  won’t  he  much 
chance  for  them  to  escape  us  now.” 

Harry  nodded,  and  a  minute  later  they  ascended  to  the 
third  floor  in  an  elevator. 


CHAPTER  III. 

CAUGHT  ON  THE  RAILROAD. 

“You  can’t  go  up  to  any  of  the  guests’  rooms  until  you 
send  up  your  cards,  gentlemen,”  said  one  of  the  porters, 
touching  Old  King  Brady’s  arm  and  detaining  them. 

The  detectives  paused  with  a  feeling  of  chagrin. 

It  was  their  plan  to  take  the  villains  by  surprise. 

Such  a  course  was  now  out  of  the  question,  however. 

A  thoughtful  look  crossed  Old  King  Brady’s  face,  and  he 
finally  said : 

“Very  well,  if  that’s  your  rule.  Send  up  my  card.” 

He  approached  the  office  counter,  picked  up  a  blank  card, 
and  wrote  on  it : 

“Captain  Bat  Masters,  Butte,  Montana.” 

A  bell-boy  was  sent  up  with  the  card,  and  the  detectives 
waited. 

“I’ve  given  the  name  of  one  of  Darrell’s  gang,”  whispered 
the  veteran. 

“Won’t  the  rascal  become  suspicious  of  one  of  his  men 
following  him  here?” 

“It  would  be  apt  to  alarm  him,  or  arouse  his  curiosity.” 
“Then  we  are  sure  of  an  audience.” 

“My  dear4x>y,  that’s  just  why  I  used  that  name.” 

In  a  few  minutes  the  boy  returned  and  said : 

“Mr.  Darrell  will  be  right  down.” 

The  officers  nodded,  and  the  boy  walked  away. 

They  watched  every  one  who  came  down  in  the  elevators, 
and  a  quarter  of  an  hour  slipped  by  without  either  of  the 
villains  putting  in  an  appearance. 

It  made  the  Bradys  impatient. 

When  another  fifteen  minutes  passed  by  without  their  men 
coming  down,  the  detectives’  suspicions  became  aroused,  and 
Ham’  muttered : 

“I’m  afraid  they  suspect  danger.” 

“We  must  go  up  and  find  out,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with 
determination. 

He  approached  the  clerk,  showed  his  badge  and  said 

hurriedly : 

“You’ve  got  to  let  us  go  up  to  Darrell’s  room.  That 
man  i-  a  criminal  we  are  after,  and  he  has  failed  to  respond 
to  our  requests  to  see  him.  It’s  my  impression  he  has 
skipped,  and  you’ll  lose  your  board  bill  if  he  has.” 

The  clerk  looked  worried,  and  exclaimed: 

“Go  ab'-ad  up,  by  all  means.” 

r\  ?,<•  Brad  vs  ascended  to  the  third  floor,  an;'  :  rocked  at 

the  door  of  room  306. 


Receiving  no  responsd,  they  pushed  open  the  door  and 
entered. 

There  was  no  one  in  the  room,  and  a  window  opening  on 
a  fire-escape  on  the  Forty-second  street  side  stood  wide  open. 

“Our  birds  have  flown !”  exclaimed  the  old  detective,  in 
disgust. 

“And  there’s  how  they  got  away,”  added  Harry,  pointing 
at  the  open  window. 

“What  could  have  scared  them  off  ?” 

“See  the  note  stuck  on  the  bureau  mirror?” 

Old  King  Brady  frowned  with  annoyance,  strode  across 
the  room,  and  snatching  a  sheet  of  note  paper  down  from 
the  glass,  he  read  these  words  written  upon  it : 

“Captain  Bat  Masters  died  before  I  left  Butte  City.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  dismayed. 

“I’ve  made  a  serious  blunder,”  he  exclaimed,  handing  the 
note  to  Harry. 

“Well,  I  should  say  you  had,”  laughed  the  boy.  “If  this 
is  true,  it’s  no  wonder  they  were  suspicious  and  skipped. 
All  we  can  do  now  is  to  trace,  them.”  • 

“Did  they  leave  any  baggage  here?” 

“None  that  I  can  see,”  replied  the  boy,  looking  around  the 
room. 

“Follow  me  down  the  fire-escape.” 

They  descended,  and  dropped  from  the  lowest  platform 
into  the  street. 

Observing  a  cabman  standing  close  by  laughing  at  them, 
Harry  asked  him : 

“What  are  you  grinning  at?” 

“Sure,  it’s  a  foine  way  yez  have  av  baitin’  the  hotel  out 
av  a  board  bill,”  the  cabby  chuckled.  “An’  this  makes  four 
av  yez.  Is  there  anny  more?” 

“What  do  you  mean  by  four  of  us  ?” 

“Didn’t  yer  two  friends  come  out  ther  same  way  half  an 
hour  ago?” 

“Oh,  you  saw  them  then,  did  you  ?” 

“I  did,  bedad,  an’  it’s  off  they  must  be  on  a  Cintral  thrain 
be  this  toime.” 

“Did  they  go  over  to  the  depot?” 

“Make  belave  yer  don’t  know  it,  ye  villain!” 

“Then  we’ll  follow  them.” 

And  away  dashed  the  Bradys,  followed  by  a  roar  of  laugh¬ 
ter  from  the  cabman,  who  mistook  them  for  a  gang  of  hotel 
beats. 

Upon  reaching  the  Grand  Central,  the  detectives  rushed 
into  the  waiting  room,  intending  to  find  out  what  had  be¬ 
come  of  Darrell  and  his  companion. 

The  ticket  window  was  open,  and  Harry  asked  the  agent: 

“Have  any  trains  gone  out  in  the  past  half  hour?” 

“No,  sir;  but  the  Albany  Express  leaves  iii  three  min¬ 
utes.” 

“Do  you  recollect  two  men  buying  tickets  here  a  while 
ago?” 

“Describe  them.” 

Harry  complied. 

When  he  finished,  the  agent  said  : 

“T  remember  them.  They  bought  tickets  for  Albany.” 

“Then  they  must  be  on  the  train  which  is  to  go  now?” 
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“Perhaps.  You  might  find  out  by  going  through  the 
cars.” 

The  Bradys  nodded,  hurried  to  the  door,  showed  their 
badges  to  the  gaternan,  and  made  a  rush  to  catch  the  train, 
which  was  just  starting. 

As  they  landed  panting  on  the  rear  platform  of  the  last 
car,  they  caught  a  view  of  Mark  Darrell  looking  out  at  them 
through  the  glass  door. 

He  eyed  them  keenly  a  moment,  and  his  hand  flew  to  the 
latch. 

The  villain  had  been  watching  everybody  who  boarded 
the  train. 

As  these  men  were  the  only  two  who  arrived  together,  and 
he  was  watching  for  a  pair  of  men  who  might  be  pursuing 
him,  he  became  suspicious  of  them  at  once. 

No  sooner  were  they  on  the  car  than  he  vanished. 

“Did  you  see  Darrell  at  the  door?”  panted  Harry. 

“Yes,  and  he  looked  as  if  he  suspected  us,”  0\d  King 
Brady  replied. 

“Come  in.  He  wouldn’t  dare  jump  off  going  at  this 
speed.” 

“Watch  a  few  minutes  first.” 

“You  take  that  side  and  I’ll  watch  this.” 

•  JL  *  .  L  l  . 

Leaning  out,  they  kept  a  keen  glance  fixed  on  the  train 
ahead,  but  failed  to  see  their  men  making  any  effort  to 
alight. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  cars  were  going  so  fast  that  they 
knew  the  fugitives  would  not  dare  to  attempt  to  jump  off 
in  the  tunnel  they  were  passing  through. 

Then  they  got  up  off  the  side  steps. 

“We  needn’t  hurry,”  Old  King  Brady  commented.  “They 
can’t  get  away  now.” 

“Darrell  could  not  have  recognized  us  in  these  disguises 
as  his  assailants  at  Central  Park,  when  he  was  attacking 
Kellie  Ray,”  said  Harry. 

“He  will  know  it  though,  in  a  few  minutes,”  was  the 
grim  reply. 

As  Old  King  Brady  spoke  he  seized  the  door  knob  and 
attempted  to  enter  the  car. 

But  to  his  surprise  he  found  the  door  was  locked. 

“Darrell  has  fastened  the  latch !”  he  exclaimed. 

Harry  gave  a  whistle  of  surprise. 

“That  shows  plainly  that  he  suspected  us,”  was  his  com¬ 
ment. 

“How  can  we  get  in  ?  There  isn’t  a  soul  in  this  car  whom 
we  could  attract  by  kicking  at  the  door,  and  it  won’t  do  to 
smash  the  glass.” 

Harry  glanced  around  in  some  dismay. 

Finally,  however,  he  saw  a  way  out  of  the  difficulty. 

“It’s  risky,”  he  muttered,  “but  if  you’ll  boost  me  up,  I’ll 
try  to  get  over  the  roof  and  reach  the  forward  platform. 
Then  I'll  come  hack  and  open  the  door  for  you.” 

The  expression  on  Old  King  Brady’s  face  brightened  up 

“Just  the  plan  !"  he  exclaimed.  “Get  up  on  the  guard¬ 
rail.” 

TInrry  seized  one  of  the  upright  iron  bars  and  swung 
himself  up. 

The  apron  of  the  roof  slanted  down  steeply,  and  offered 


him  no  hold,  but  when  the  old  detective  went  to  his  aaaiguj 
ance,  he  finally  got  upon  it  and  reached  the  roof.  . 

A  strong  draught  was  flying  by  him,  as  the  train  nuneM 
along,  but  the  boy  crept  on  his  hands  and  knees,  an® 
reached  the  forward  end  of  the  car  without  danger.  Ifl 
was  an  easy  matter  to  slide  down  on  the  front  rail  and  thentsl 
to  the  platform. 

Here  he  rested  a  few  moments. 

Then  he  passed  into  the  car  and  admitted  Old  King 
Brady. 

“It’s  all  right  now,”  he  commented. 

“I  feared  you  would  break  your  neck.  Come  up  forward 

now.” 

They  passed  through  the  rumbling  cars,  scrutinizing 
every  one,  and  reached  the  forward  smoker  without  seeing 
any  sign  of  the  escaping  pair. 

“Looks  as  if  they  were  trying  to  hide  from  us,”  chuckled 
Old  King  Brady. 

“What  good  will  it  do  them  ?  We  are  bound  to  nab  them 
in  the  long  run.” 

“Of  course ;  but  a  crook  hates  to  give  in  without  a  fight.” 

“They  ain’t  here.  Let’s  try  the  baggage  compartment  ?” 

Passing  through  the  door  into  the  dimly  lighted  place,, 
they  saw  no  one  there,  until  suddenly  Darrell  and  his  pal 
sprang  from  behind  a  pile  of  trunks. 

The  former  aimed  a  pistol  at  Old  King  Brady,  and  the 
latter  covered  Harry. 

“Are  you  following  us?”  hissed  Darrell,  in  threatening 
tones. 

Neither  of  the  detectives  lost  their  nerve  for  an  instant, 
although  they  knew  that  these  desperate  ruffians  would  not 
hesitate  to  shoot  them. 

The  old  detective  smiled  blandly,  and  nodded  his  head. 

“Yes,  Darrell,”  he  replied,  in  cool  tones.  “We  want  you 
badly  for  counterfeiting,  on  suspicion  of  murdering  your 
business  partner,  and  for  your  murderous  assault  upon  Nel¬ 
lie  Ray.  Put  up  your  gun,  old  man,  for  if  you  shoot  us  it 
will  go  all  the  harder  with  you.” 

The  villain  had  a  worried  look  on  his  face. 

It  only  took  him  a  moment  to  arrive  at  a  conclusion,  and 
he  said : 

“Y  ou  quit  this  car  right  away.  We've  got  the  drop  on 
you,  and  we  ain  t  going  to  take  anv  nonsense,  either.  Get 
out  the  way  you  came  in.  If  you  don't  we’ll  instantly  kill 
you !” 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  terrible  earnestness  of  his 
words. 

As  the  Bradys  dared  not  draw  their  weapons,  thev  felt 
that  they  were  at  the  mercy  of  the  ruffians,  and  could  gain 
nothing  by  resisting. 

^  ery  veil,  ve  11  go.  said  Old  King  Bradv.  quietly*,  “but 
you  are  only  gaining  a  short  respite.  We  are  bound  to  takf 
you  anyway  before  you  leave  this  train.” 

“Go,  and  go  blamed  quick,  too »”  roared  Darrell,  with  a 
scowl. 

The  detectives  said  no  more,  but  retreated  into  the  smoker 
"*o  they  could  get  out  their  revolvers,  and  the  door 
shut  after  them. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

OIF  FOR  MONTANA. 

“Thunder!  What's  Unit  jarring,  Harry?” 

“l>u't  the  train  slackening  speed?” 

“Yes,  and  I'm  blest  if  1  can  hear  the  pulling  of  the  loco¬ 
motive.” 

“Got  your  revolver  handy?” 

“I'm  ready  to  go  in  after  them.” 

The  detectives  were  gripping  their  pistols  now. 

Expecting  a  life  or  death  fight,  they  flung  open  the  door, 
dashed  into  the  baggage  car,  and  shot  a  keen  glance  around. 

The  two  villains  were  gone. 

Moreover,  they  now  saw  through  the  open  front  door  that 
the  locomotive  had  vanished. 

As  they  rushed  out  on  the  forward  platform,  they  observed 
the  engine  far  ahead,  leaving  them  behind  very  rapidly,  and 

Harry  panted: 

“The  villains  have  uncoupled  the  tender  from  the  train. 
By  threatening  the  engineer  and  fireman  with  their  guns, 
they  are  compelling  them  to  drive  the  locomotive  ahead  at 
top  speed,  so  they  can  escape.” 

“What  a  desperate  pair!”  involuntarily  exclaimed  Old 
King  Brady.  “They  have  given  us  the  slip  very  cleverly 
now.  We  can’t  hope  to  overtake  them.  Ah,  here  comes  the 
conductor.” 

“Great  Scott,  what  does  this  mean?”  demanded  the  rail¬ 
road  man,  as  he  joined  them  and  gazed  blankly  after  the 
disappearing  locomotive. 

The  Bradys  told  him. 

He  was  amazed,  and  expressed  himself  very  forcefully % 

Nothing  could  be  done,  however,  to  remedy  the  matter. 

A  brakeman  was  sent  back  with  a  red  signal  light  to  pre¬ 
vent  a  rear  end  collision  with  any  train  that  might  be  fol¬ 
lowing  them. 

The  cars  finally  stopped,  and  then  all  hands  were  kept 
busy  explaining  matters  to  the  alarmed  passengers. 

They  were  going  to  cut  the  telegraph  wires  and  send  word 
back  to  the  depot  of  what  had  happened,  when  they  saw 
the  runaway  locomotive  coming  back  toward  them  rapidly. 

“How  peculiar !”  Old  King  Brady  exclaimed,  as  he  point¬ 
ed  at  it. 

“I  hope  the  engineer  got  the  best  of  them !”  Harry  mut¬ 
tered. 

When  the  engine  backed  up  to  them,  the  engineer  shouted 
to  the  conductor : 

“Sam,  we  were  held  up  by  two  men  with  guns,  who  un¬ 
coupled  ua  from  the  train.  They  made  us  carry  them  -ten 
miler  ahead.  There  we  had  to  stop.  They  alighted  and 
e-oaped.  -o  we  came  back  flying,  to  pick  you  up  again.” 

“Am  harm  done?'’  demanded  the  conductor. 

“None  to  ua.” 

“Hook  her  up  again.” 

"Drop  ua  off  where  they  alighted,”  said  Harry,  “and  we’ll 
try  to  catch  tbem.” 

“Very  well,  dr,”  replied  the  engineer. 


In  a  few  minutes  the  train  was  coupled  to  the  locomotive, 
and  the  trip  was  continued  at  a  high  rate  of  speed. 

They  let  the  Bradys  olf  the  cars,  and  the  train  went  on. 

At  a  near-by  local  depot,  the  officers  discovered  that  the 
two  fugitives  had  been  seen  lurking  around  the  depot. 

As  nothing  could  be  seen  of  them  then,  the  detectives 
were  reluctantly  compelled  to  abandon  the  hunt  and  return 
to  New  York  on  the  next  train. 

Completely  tired  out,  they  went  home  and  to  bed. 

On  the  following  afternoon  they  proceeded  to  headquar¬ 
ters,  and  meeting  their  chief  in  his  office,  they  gave  him  an 
account  of  all  that  had  happened. 

He  was  deeply  impressed  by  what  they  said. 

At  the  conclusion  of  their  story,  he  remarked : 

“I’m  glad  Barney  Green  gave  his  pals  away  before  he 
died,  for  I’m  anxious  to  see  that  slick  counterfeiting  game 
ended.  The  coins  that  gang  made  are  finding  their  way  to 
New  York.  The  country  is  being  flooded  with  them.  It 
is  getting  very  alarming.  I've  received  many  complaints 
already  about  those  light-weight  coins.  Will  you  try  to 
break  up  that  gang  ?” 

“We  shall  have  to  go  to  Montana  to  do  so.” 

“Very  well.  Go,  by  all  means.” 

“And  that  will  involve  us  in  Nellie  Ray’s  case.” 

“So  rtiueh  the  better.  If  she  has  been  swindled,  you  may 
force  her  enemy  to  make  restitution.  If  her  father  was 
murdered,  capture  his  slayer,  prove  his  guilt  and  see  that 
the  ends  of  justice  are  served.” 

“As  we  shall  need  the  girl’s  evidence,  we  must  take  her 
with  us.” 

i 

“By  all  means.  With  all  his  financial  interests  located  in 
Montana,  it  isn't  likely  that  Darrell  will  remain  here  very 
long.  More  than  likely  his  only  object  in  coming  East  was 
to  put  that  girl  out  of  his  way.  When  he  finds  she  is  no 
longer  here,  he  is  likely  to  return  to  his  mines.” 

“In  the  meantime,”  said  Harry  eagerly,  “we  can  be 
smashing  his  gang,  and  when  he  comes  back,  we  will  have 
them  bagged  and  pounce  on  him.” 

“You  will,  if  you  are  lucky,”  laughed  the  chief.  “He’s 
evidently  a  bad  man.  I  fear  you  will  have  a  great  deal  of 
trouble  with  him,  and  find  }^ourselves  placed  in  constant 
danger  while  trying  to  capture  him.” 

“We  don’t  fear  to  assume  the  risk,  chief.” 

“Certainly  you  don’t.  I  never  saw  two  rasher,  pluckier, 
or  more  daring  fellows  than  you  are  when  it  comes  to  facing 
dangers.” 

The  Bradys  laughed. 

When  the  details  were  completed,  they  went  out. 

The  dusk  of  twilight  had  settled  down  upon  the  city  by 
this  time. 

“Let  us  go  to  see  Miss  Ray  first,”  suggested  Old  King 

Brady. 

“She  should  be  given  notice  to  get  ready,”  Harry  as¬ 
sented. 

“They  proceeded  uptown,  discussing  their  plans,  lit¬ 
tle  suspecting  what  a  shock  was  awaiting  them,  to  upset  all 
their  calculations. 

Upon  reaching  Nellie’s  bouse  they  rang  the  bull. 
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\  one  answered  their  repeated  summons,  and  Old  King 
Brady  muttered: 

“She  must  have  gone  out.” 

“But  the  servant  ought  to  be  home.” 

‘‘Shall  I  ring  again?” 

“No.  Hark!  What’s  that  noise?” 

They  listened  intently. 

A  deep,  mutlled  groan  reached  their  ears. 

It  seemed  to  come  from  within  the  house. 

“Somebody  in  distress,”  Old  King  Brady  exclaimed. 

“The  sound  comes  from  within  the  hall,”  said  Harry, 
listening  at  the  key-hole. 

“See  if  the  door  is  fastened.” 

“It’s  locked.” 

“Then  burst  it  open.” 

“Help  me.” 

Putting  their  shoulders  against  it,  they  pushed  heavily. 

With  a  crash  the  lock  broke,  and  the  door  flew  wide  open. 

The  Bradys  were  precipitated  into  the  gloomy  hall,  and 
regaining  their  balance,  they  stood  up  and  heard  the  groans 
quite  close  at  hand. 

“It’s  a  female  voice,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“And  in  this  hall,  beyond  question,”  Harry  added. 

Taking  a  match  from  his  pocket,  the  old  detective  lit  the 
gas. 

When  the  light  flared  up,  they  saw  Nellie’s  maid,  bound 
and  gagged,  tied  to  the  banisters,  groaning  with  all  her 
strength.  % 

The  sight  startled  them. 

“Old  King  Brady,  there’s  been  foul  play  here.” 

“That’s  evident,  Harry.  Who  could  be  at  the  bottom 
of  it?” 

“It  isn’t  hard  to  guess.  If  the  servant  is  tied,  what  has 
happened  to  Nellie?” 

With  their  fears  aroused,  they  released  the  girl,  and  she 
burst  into  tears,  and  holding  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes, 
she  cried : 

“Oh,  I  am  so  glad  you  heard  me  and  came  in.  I’d  about 
given  up  all  hope.  Now  I  feel  safer.  I’ve  been  there  all 
day  long.” 

“Who  did  it?” 

* 

“Mark  Darrell  and  his  friend.” 

“And  your  mistress — where  is  she?” 

“Drugged  and  carried  away  by  those  two  villains.” 

“When  did  this  occur?” 

“At  nine  o'clock  this  morning.” 

The  Bradys  glanced  at  each  other  meaningly. 

“So  they  came  back  to  accomplish  their  purpose,”  Harry 
muttered. 

“We  must  get  the  details,  follow  them,  and  rescue  that 
girl,  if  they  have  not  already  carried  out  their  fiendish 
scheme.” 

Harry  nodded  and  asked  the  girl: 

“Won’t  you  tell  us  what  occurred  here?” 

“There  ain’t  much  to  tell.”  replied  the  girl.  “This  morn¬ 
ing  T  let  two  men  in,  and  as  soon  as  the  door  closed,  thev 

%• 

knocked  me  down,  bound  and  gagged  me.  nnd  tied  me  where 
you  found  me  Mias  Nellie,  alarmed  at  the  noise,  came 


Jown  lo  find  out  what  it  was  all  about,  and  they  pouno, 
n  her  and  drugged  her  with  chloroform.  ‘Well  pretend 
die’s  an  invalid,’  said  the  one  she  called  Darrell ;  ‘and  carry 
her  away  to  Montana  with  us.  If  we  have  a  good  chanci 
on  the  way,  we’ll  put  her  where  she’ll  do  no  harm.’  They 
had  a  cah,  carried  her  hat  and  coat  out  with  her,  locked  tH 
door,  and  they  all  drove  away.  I’ve  been  here  ever  since, 
expecting  to  starve  to  death.” 

The  Bradys  questioned  her  further. 

She  was  then  given  some  instructions,  and  they  hurried 

away. 

With  an  hour  they  had  learned  that  Darrell  and  Tim  had 
taken  the  girl  away  to  Chicago  on  the  Erie  road. 

They  then  telegraphed  the  facts  ahead  to  the  authorities 
at  several  cities  along  the  route,  and  packing  a  grip  left 
New  York. 

As  they  sped  away  over  the  rails  that  night,  Harry  said: 

“We  may  have  them  intercepted  and  arrested.  In  fact, 
it  is  not  possible  for  the  villains  to  get  the  drugged  girl  all 
the  way  to  Butte  City  without  interference  from  the  au¬ 
thorities.” 

“There  is  only  this  danger,”  answered  Old  King  Brady, 
in  grave  tones,  “a  good  opportunity  may  present  itself  lor 
those  villains  to  murder  the  girl  on  the  way  to  Chicago. 
And  if  they  get  the  chance,  I  am  sure  they’ll  do  it.” 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  UNLUCKY  INDIAN. 

On  the  following  day  the  Bradys  reached  Buffalo,  and 
were  met  in  the  depot  by  a  Secret  Service  detective,  with 
whom  they  were  acquainted. 

“I’ve  been  on  the  lookout  here  for  Darrell,  his  pal.  and 
the  abducted  girl,”  he  said  to  the  Bradys,  “but  the  villains 
gave  me  the  slip.” 

“How  did  it  happen?”  asked  Harry  curiously. 

“The  train  they  came  here  on  was  a  through  express,  and 
made  no  stops.  I  was  detained  till  the  time  it  was  due 
to  arrive.  When  I  got  here,  I  found  that  the  cars  came 
in  ten  minutes  ahead  of  time.  The  passengers  were  all 
gone.” 

“How  unfortunate !” 

“Couldn’t  be  helped,  though.” 

“Did  you  find  out  anything  about  them?” 

“Yes.  They  had  the  girl  with  them.” 

That  s  lucky.  We  feared  they  might  murder  her  on  thfc 
road.” 

W  ell,  they  went  away  in  a  cab,  and  I  found  they'd  go.ie 
on  to  Chicago.” 

Do  you  know  whether  the  girl  was  still  drugged?**  I 

My  informant  told  me  she  slept  all  the  wav,  and  w*l 
only  half  conscious  when  they  took  her  away  in  the  carriage 
Thev  pretended  she  was  Darrell's  invalid  sister.” 

“WTiat’s  become  of  them?” 

“IDy  went  to  Chicago,  but  don't  dare  to  leave  t 


THE  BHADYS  IN  MONTANA. 


9 


o^'uN,  a>  iluVve  learned  somehow  that  we  are  on  the  watch 
for  them.'  said  the  detective. 

“Well,  that's  a  point  in  our  favor.” 

“Going  on  to  run  them  down?” 

“By  all  means.” 

“1  wish  you  luck.” 

The  Bradys  left  him  and  continued  their  trip. 

\\  hen  they  reached  Chicago,  they  called  on  the  chief  of 
that  branch  of  the  Secret  Service,  and  learned  that  Darrell 
and  the  others  were  still  at  large. 

An  army  of  officers  were  guarding  every  avenue  of  escape 
from  the  city  to  prevent  them  getting  away,  but  noth¬ 
ing  had  yet  been  seen  of  the  trio.  It  was  known  that  they 
had  landed,  and  were  in  the  depot. 

There  all  trace  of  them  was  lost. 

“It's  queer  where  they  so  suddenly  and  mysteriously  dis¬ 
appeared,”  said  the  chief,  in  puzzled  tones.  “I  can’t  make 
it  out  at  all.  But  I  could  almost  swear  that  they  have  not 
left  the  city  yet.  I've  got  men  all  over  on  the  watch.” 

“Was  any  effort  made  to  trace  them  from  the  depot  ?” 

“Yes,  indeed.  But  no  one  seems  to  have  seen  them,  and 
all  the  usual  hackmen  denied  that  they  had  carried  them 
away.” 

Old  King  Brady  smiled  and  said : 

“You  only  examined  the  exits  followed  by  the  passengers, 
did  you?” 

“Of  course.  Where  else  could  we  have  looked?” 

“Out  the  back  way  through  the  railroad  yards,  of  course.” 

“We  didn’t  do  that.  It  didn’t  seem  natural  that  they’d 
go  out  that  way.” 

“You  are  wrong,  sir.  Well  knowing  the  police  might  be 
watching  the  front  doors  for  them,  they  would  naturally  go 
in  exactly  the  opposite  direction.” 

“If  they  did,  they’ve  fooled  us  then.” 

“We’ll  test  our  theory  to-morrow.” 

They  finally  departed,  and  put  up  at  a  good  hotel. 

Next  day  they  proceeded  to  the  railroad  depot,  got  out  in 
the  yards,  and  after  making  some  inquiries  among  the  men, 
they  finally  met  an  old  switchman  who  claimed  to  have  seen 
the  trio. 

He  told  them  where  they  had  gone. 

Following  this  clew,  the  detectives  began  to  hunt. 

Clew  after  clew  was  found,  leading  them  to  an  Italian 
quarter  near  by  the  yards. 

Here  they  finally  met  an  old  junkman  who  declared  that 
he  had  seen  the  trio  enter  a  little  brown  house  he  pointed 
out  to  them. 

TV  Bradys  learned  that  the  owner  of  the  place  was  a  man 
of  evil  reputation,  but  that  did  not  deter  them  from  knock¬ 
ing  at  his  door. 

It  wa-  the  owner  of  the  place  who  opened  the  door,  and 
before  he  had  a  chance  to  ask  what  they,  wanted,  the  Bradys 
p  -fed  past  hirn  into  the  hall. 

The  MjYk  of  Old  King  Brady’s  revolver  caused  him  to 
recoil,  and  hi-  vellow  face  turned  pale  when  the  old  detective 
demanded  sharply: 

“Wher"  \*  Darrell?” 

"Me  nota  know.” 


“Then  you  are  my  prisoner.” 

“Ave  Maria!"  yelled  the  Italian. 

And  overcome  with  fear,  lie  suddenly  dashed  out  the  door 
and  ran  away. 

The  old  detective  burst  out  laughing,  and  said  to  Young 
King  Brady : 

“We’ve  scared  him  away.” 

“Let’s  search  the  roost  before  he  returns.” 

“Keep  your  gun  ready  for  action,  Harry.” 

“You  look  over  this  floor,  and  I’ll  go  upstairs.” 

Old  King  Brady  nodded  and  disappeared  through  a  door¬ 
way,  while  the  boy  ascended  to  the  floor  above  and  passed 
into  the  rear  room. 

As  he  did  so  he  heard  a  hoarse  voice  yell : 

“By  thunder,  here's  the  detectives !” 

“Bun !”  roared  another  voice. 

Bang !  went  a  pistol  in  the'  gloom,  and  the  boy  barely  had 
time  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  two  shadowy  figures,  when  a  bul¬ 
let  grazed  his  skull. 

He  fell  to  the  floor  half  stunned,  shouting: 

“Old  King  Brady,  come  this  way,  quick !” 

Crash  !  went  a  window  open,  out  sprang  Darrell  and  Gold¬ 
en  to  the  roof  of  an  extension,  and  Old  King  Brady  came 
rushing  upstairs  thoroughly  alarmed. 

“What’s  the  matter?  What’s  the  matter  here?”  he  de¬ 
manded,  breathlessly. 

Harry  made  no  reply. 

The  boy’s  senses  were  nearly  gone. 

Old  King  Brady  lit  a  match  and  saw  his  pupil. 

Igniting  the  gas,  he  rushed  to  Harry’s  side  and  examined 
him. 

The  wound  on  the  side  of  Harry’s  head  was  trifling,  yet 
he  saw  that  it  was  quite  severe  enough  to  deprive  the  young 
detective  of  his  senses. 

“Some  one  shot  him..  I  heard  the  report,”  muttered  the 
old  officer  in  angry  tones.  “'But  it  isn’t  serious,  thank 
heaven,  and  I’ll  soon  revive  him.” 

He  drew  some  water  from  a  sink-faucet  and  bathed  the 
boy’s  head  so  effectually  that  Young  King  Brady  revived, 
and  gasped: 

“Was  it  a  bad  wound?” 

“No.  Only  skin  deep.” 

(  “Where’s  Darrell  and  Golden?” 

“Were  they  here?” 

“Yes.  I  think  they  went  for  that  rear  window.” 

“I’ll  examine  it.” 

He  thrust  out  his  head  and  saw  the  extension,  and  a  lad¬ 
der  leading  down  to  the  yard.  Then  he  joined  the  boy  and 
said : 

“They’ve  got  away  by  the  rear.  How  are  you  now  ?” 

“Better.  Got  a  headache.  Tie  my  handkerchief  over  the 
wound.” 

This  was  done,  and  the  hoy  got  upon  his  feet. 

Just  then  they  heard  a  slight  noise  in  the  adjoining  room, 
and  rushed  in. 

There,  sitting  in  a  chair  bound  and  gagged,  and  fast 
asleep,  was  Nellie  Bay! 

To  release  her  was  hut  the  work  of  a  moment. 
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“She  has  been  drugged  again,”  Old  King  Brady  com¬ 
mented,  as  he  viewed  her. 

“We'd  better  get  her  out  of  this  den.” 

“Go  after  a  carriage.  I'll  carry  her  downstairs.” 

Harry  hastened  away. 

By  the  time  Old  King  Brady  had  the  senseless  girl  out 
upon  the  sidewalk,  the  boy  came  back  with  a  hack,  and  they 
got  in  with  their  burden. 

She  was  driven  to  the  hotel,  and  a  room  secured  for  her. 

Harry  summoned  a  doctor,  and  Old  King  Bradv  hurried 
away  to  notify  the  authorities  that  they  had  driven  the  fugi¬ 
tives  from  cover. 

The  girl  quickly  revived  under  medical  treatment. 

She  was  bewildered  when  she  learned  where  she  was,  but 
her  delight  knew  no  bounds  upon  learning  that  the  Bradys 
■were  with  her. 

She  told  a  story  of  the  abduction  which  agreed  with  what 
her  maid  said. 

On  the  following  day  the  Bradys  provided  her  with  mon¬ 
ey  to  procure  some  necessary  clothing,  and  started  to  hunt 
for  Darrell  and  Goldbn. 

Several  days  passed  by,  during  which  Chicago  was  fairly 
scoured  by  the  police  and  detectives.  But  no  trace  of  the 
fugitives  was  found. 

They  had  dropped  completely  out  of  sight. 

Finding  it  was  useless  to  remain  there  any  longer,  at  the 
end  of  the  week  the  Bradys  and  the  girl  resumed  their  trip 
to  Montana. 

When  Butte  City  was  reached,  they  found  it  to  be  a  min¬ 
ing  city  of  some  importance,  and  left  Nellie  at  a  good  hotel, 
under  an  assumed  name. 

She  was  told  to  keep  under  cover  as  much  as  possible, 
for  fear  her  enemies  might  locate  her,  and  cause  her  more 
trouble. 

The  detectives  then  went  out  to  get  a  couple  of  saddle 
horses  to  carry  them  out  to  the  Jolly  Joker  copper  mine, 
which  was  far  from  the  city. 

A  miner  they  met  directed  them  to  a  stable  down  an  un¬ 
savory  by-street,  where  they  could  get  a  good  pair  of  bays, 
and  they  proceeded  toward  the  place. 

As  they  were  passing  a  dingy  saloon  on  a  corner,  they 
were  startled  to  hear  angry  voices  coming  from  within,  and 
a  voice  they  recognized  yelled  furiously : 

“You  dirty,  copper-colored  dog,  I'll  knock  your  head  off. 
Take  that !” 

A  shower  of  whacks  was  heard,  then  a  series  of  wild  yells. 

“You  kill  Red  Buck !"  cried  the  poor  wretch. 

“I  'll  tear  you  to  pieces,”  shouted  the  first  speaker,  fur¬ 
iously. 

Harry  grasped  his  companion’s  arm. 

“That’s  Darrell !“  he  exclaimed. 

“I  recognized  the  tones.  Follow  me  in.” 

Thev  rushed  into  the  saloon,  which  was  crowded  with  a 

v 

rough  gang  of  sports,  miners,  gamblers  and  crooks  of  va¬ 
rious  kinds. 

Tn  the  mkM  of  this  crowd  an  Indian  lay  on  the  floor, 
and  Mark  Darrell,  pale  with  rage,  was  furiously  beating  the 
poor  wretch  with  a  big  club. 


Rushing  forward  and  scattering  the  crowd  by  flashing  hi 
pistol,  Old  King  Brady  confronted  the  villain,  and  shouted 
sternly : 

“Leave  that  poor  fellow'  alone,  you  brute,  or  I’ll  shoot 


you 


!” 


“Old  King  Brady!”  gasped  Darrell,  staggering  back  in 

ill  firm 


CHAPTER  VI. 


THE  FORGED  NOTE. 

Mark  Darrell  dropped  the  club  with  which  he  had  been 
beating  the  Indian,  and  an  expression  of  intense  horror  over¬ 
spread  his  face. 

Old  King  Brady’s  revolver  was  aimed  square  at  the  man's 
eye,  and  he  said: 

“We’ve  been  looking  for  you  a  long  time,  Darrell,  and 
we’ve  found  you  at  last.  Raise  your  hands  now,  old  fellow, 
or  you’ll  go  to  your  own  funeral !” 

The  mine  owner  silently  obeyed. 

He  w?as  trembling  like  an  aspen  by  this  time. 

As  he  glanced  around  the  bar-room,  and  saw  how  all  his 
cronies  had  deserted  him,  a  feeling  of  intense  bitterness 
assailed  the  man,  and  he  muttered : 

“Cowards  !  They’ve  left  me  in  trouble.” 

“That’s  what  you  and  your  gang  did  to  Barney  Green, 
and  caused  him  to  give  away  all  he  knew  about  you  out  of 
revenge,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

A  look  of  intelligence  flashed  over  Darrell’s  face. 

“So  that’s  how  you  found  out,  eh?”  he  demanded. 

“Yes.  We’ve  got  Barney’s  sw’orn  affidavit  against  you.” 

“Curse  him  !”  hissed  Darrell,  vindictively. 

“You  gave  us  the  slip  very  cleverly,  but  it  did  you  no 
good.”  • 

“Don’t  be  too  sure  of  that,”  said  the  villain,  savagely. 

He  was  looking  past  the  Bradys  and  their  weapons. 

Coming  in  w'ere  many  of  his  friends,  who  by  this  time  had 
recovered  from  their  first  panic  of  alarm,  and  every  one 
clutching  a  missile  in  his  hand. 

The  prostrate  Indian  saw  them. 

“Look  out !”  he  yelled  warningly. 

But  before  the  detectives  had  time  to  get  out  of  the  wav,  a 
shower  of  various  kinds  of  objects  were  hurled  at  them  bv 
the  gang. 

Glasses,  bottles,  stones  and  furniture  flew  through  the  air 
in  a  shower,  and  an  earthen  cuspidor  hit  Old  King  Brady  in 
the  back  and  knocked  him  down  half  stunned. 

1  he  lamps  were  struck,  and  went  jingling  to  the  floor, 
and  in  the  gloom  that  settled  down  came  the  crash  of  broken 
mirrors,  the  banging  of  objects  against  the  wall  and  the 
bar,  and  a  chorus  of  yells  from  the  gang  as  they  rushed  for¬ 
ward  with  drawn  weapons. 

Harry  was  struck  in  a  dozen  places. 

Realizing  what  was  happening,  he  jumped  behind  a  heap 
of  boor  kegs. 

From  hero  he  began  to  discharge  Ins  revolver  toward  the 
ruffians. 
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Shot  after  shot  rang  out.  mingling  with  howls  of  pain  and 
alarm,  and  tht  putter  of  flying  footsteps  in  full  retreat. 

When  tlie  lights  went  out  the  place  became  very  dark. 

“Old  King  Brady !”  called  the  boy. 

“Where  are  you.  Harry; 

“Behind  the  kegs.” 

“I'll  strike  a  light.” 

“Don't  you  do  it,”  implored  the  Indian,  in  alarm. 

“Why  not :”  asked  the  old  detective,  in  surprise. 

“Because  they’ll  come  in  and  see  you.  Most  of  them  be¬ 
long  to  Darrell’s  gang,  and  to  defend  him  they’ll  kill  you, 
as  sure  as  fate.” 

“Oh,  we  don't  fear  them,”  carelessly  said  the  detective. 

And  he  lit  a  match  and  held  it  up. 

When  his  glance  swept  around  the  room,  he  saw  that  the 
saloon  had  been  absolutely  wrecked  by  the  gang. 

Not  a  whole  piece  of  glassware  remained. 

The  mirrors  and  bottles  were  broken,  the  bar  and  walls 
were  smashed,  the  floor  was  littered  with  tlie  debris  of  the 
oil  lamps,  furniture  was  overturned  and  destroyed,  and  the 
pictures  lay  splintered  on  the  floor. 

“Not  one  of  the  crowd  here,”  said  the  old  detective. 
“Even  the  bartender  is  gone,  and  the  place  looks  as  if  a 
cyclone  had  struck  it.” 

“Get  away  as  fast  as  you  can !”  urged  the  Indian.  “It’s 
too  dangerous  to  stay  here  now.  Follow  me,  and  I’ll  show 
you  the  way  out  by  a  rear  exit.  They’ll  be  laying  for  you 
in  the  street.” 

“We  don’t  wish  to  run  away  from  them,”  retorted  Old 
King  Brady,  whose  temper  was  aroused.  “On  the  contrary, 
we  want  to  meet  them  badly.  It  was  not  only  to  save  you 
from  getting  a  beating  that  we  tackled  him.  We  are  Gov¬ 
ernment  officers,  and  wish  to  arrest  Darrell  and  his  gang.” 

“I’m  grateful  for  what  you  did  for  me,  just  the  same,” 
said  the  Indian,  feelingly,  “and  I'll  do  ’most  anything  to 
show  it.” 

“We  may  accept  your  offer  some  time.  Why  was  he  beat¬ 
ing  vou?” 

O  J 

“Because,”  said  the  Indian  with  a  scowl,  “I  refused  to 
give  him  my  good  money  for  his  Canadian  counterfeits.  It 
made  him  so  mad  at  me  that  he  snatched  my  money  out  of 
my  hand.  When  I  tried  to  get  it  back,  he  picked  up  a  club 
and  began  to  pound  me.  I’ll  get  even  with  him  for  that 
yet.” 

“Do  you  know  where  his  copper  mine  is?” 

“Yes.  Its  location  has  always  been  kept  a  secret,  but  I’ve 
seen  it.” 

“Can  you  guide  us  to  it  ?" 

“I  can  and  will.  I  am  a  professional  guide.” 

“Well,  come.  We  will  get  out  of  here.  You  stand  by  us 
now,  Red  Buck,  and  we’ll  pay  you  well  for  your  services.” 

“I  have  no  gun.” 

“Here’*  one  of  mine.” 

An  he  handed  it  to  the  Flathead  Indian,  they  sallied  into 
the-  -tr<<  t.  and  -aw  -tomeof  thoir  enemies  on  the  other  corner. 

Several  rhots  were  exchanged,  doing  no  damage  on  either 
*id<-,  and  tlv-n  the  Bradys  charged  on  the  ruffians. 

TVy  fl'd  in  all  directions. 


Having  put  them  to  flight,  and  failing  to  see  Darrell 
among  them,  the  detectives  paused  and  Old  King  Brady 
cried : 

“Let  them  go,  they’re  a  pack  of  cowards  !”• 

“Where  you  going  now?"  asked  Red  Buck. 

“To  get  a  couple  of  horses.  Have  you  got  one?’'' 

“Yes.  Are  you  going  to  start  to-day?” 

“No,  to-morrow  morning.” 

The  pistol  shots  had  attracted  a  number  of  people  to  the 
spot,  and  the  Bradys  showed  their  badges,  explained  matters 
and  went  away  with  the  Indian. 

Two  good  saddle  horses  and  a  number  of  necessary  articles 
were  procured  before  the  Bradys  returned  to  their  hotel  for 
supper. 

“Red  Buck  promised  to  be  on  hand  in  the  morning,”  said 
Harry,  “and  it’s  a  lucky  thing  for  us  we  met  him,  as  it  will 
save  us  a  lot  of  trouble  to  have  him  with  us.  But  we’ll 
have  to  leave  Nellie  behind.” 

“I  know  it,  and  regret  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “It 
isn’t  safe  to  leave  her  here ;  but  it  can’t  be  helped.  She  may 
be  found  by  either  Darrell  or  some  of  his  gang  during  our 
absence,  and  they  may  cause  her  trouble. ” 

“She  has  got  friends-  here  to  whom  she  can  go.” 

“Very  true;  but  as  Darrell  fears  her,  he  would  not  leave 
a  stone  unturned  to  put  her  out  of  his  way,  if  he  got  a 
chance  to  do  so  without  fear  of  exposure  and  punishment.” 

Leaving  their  room  and  going  to  the  dining  room,  they 
glanced  around  at  the  other  guests  in  quest  of  the  girl. 

She  was  not  among  them. 

“Queer  she  isn’t  down  yet,”  commented  Old  King  Brady, 
uneasily. 

i  “Oh,  she  may  not  feel  well  after  the  tiresome  journey,  and 
may  have  remained  in  her  room,”  replied  Harry,  carelessly. 

They  finished  their  supper  in  silence. 

When  they  arose  from  the  table,  Old  King  Brady  said : 

“I’m  going  up  to  her  room  to  have  a  talk  with  her.  She 
must  be  warned  to  be  particularly  careful  during  our  ab¬ 
sence.” 

“She’s  in  No.  29,”  said  Harry. 

Going  up  to  the  room  in  question,  they  rapped  for  admit¬ 
tance. 

Receiving  no  response,  they  pushed  open  the  door  and  en¬ 
tered. 

The  apartment  was  vacant. 

“She  must  have  gone  out,  and  hasn’t  returned  yet,”  said 
Harry. 

Old  King  Brady  looked  very  uneasy,  and  his  keen  glance 
swept  around  the  room  taking  everything  in  very  carefully. 

An  open  letter  lay  on  the  bed,  and  he  picked  it  up  and 
read  it  aloud. 

It  said  in  type-written  words: 

“Miss  Ray — Come  down  to  the  post-office  at  once.  Got 
important  news.  Old  King  Brady.” 

The  detectives’  glances  met. 

They  understood  immediately  what;  the  note  signified. 

“It’s  a  rank  forgery.  I  didn’t  write  or  send  it,”  said  Old 
King  Brady. 
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“Darrell  must  have  found  out  that  she  was  here,  and  sent 
it  to  lure  her  into  his  power  again,”  was  Harry’s  conclu¬ 
sion. 

“Of  course.*  And  knowing,  as  he  does,  that  we  are  hot  on 
his  trail,  he  won’t  lose  any  time  about  killing  the  poor  girl 
now.” 

“Let’s  find  out  more  about  the  note,  and  try  to  run  him 
down.” 

“Descending  to  the  office,  Old  King  Brady  asked  the 
clerk : 

“When  did  this  note  come  in  for  Miss  Ray?” 

“While  you  gentlemen  were  dressing  for  supper,”  replied 
the  clerk,  promptly. 

“Do  you  hear  that,  Harry?  He  must  have  tracked  us 
here  and  seen  her.” 

“No  doubt,”  answered  the  boy.  “Who  brought  the  note 
in?” 

“A  messenger  boy.” 

“Did  you  see  Miss  Ray  go  out?” 

“Just  a  few  moments  after  the  boy  was  gone  she  came 
down  with  her  hat  on,  and  hurried  off  with  a  very  anxious 
look  upon  her  face.” 

“Did  she  leave  any  word  for  any  one?” 

“No,  sir,”  replied  the  clerk,  shaking  his  head. 

“You*  don’t  know  which  way  she  went,  I  suppose?” 

“I  didn’t  pay  any  attention  to  her  after  she  passed  out 
the  door.” 

The  detectives  thanked  him  and  hurried  out. 

The  post-office  was  not  far  away.  With  an  anxious  feel¬ 
ing  of  mind,  they  hastened  toward  it,  determined  to  find  out, 
if  possible,  what  had  become  of  Nellie  Ray. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  JOLLY  JOKER  MINE. 

“Yes,”  said  a  man  to  whom  Old  King  Brady  spoke,  near 
the  post-office,  “I  seen  a  gal  like  ther  one  yer  jist  described, 
stranger,  an’  she  nigh  got  me  inter  trouble,  too.” 

“How  did  that  happen?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  inter¬ 
estedly. 

“Waal,  when  she  come  along,  a  gang  o’  no-good  loafers 
pounced  on  her,  an’  afore  she  could  help  herself,  she  wuz 
tied  an’  chucked  on  a  horse.  I  jumped  in  on  ’em,  ter  help 
her,  but  they  galloped  away  wi’  ther  gal.  I  chased  ’em  out 
on  ther  Silver  Bow  trail,  an’  when  we  got  out  aways,  they 
begun  ter  fire  at  me.  I  had  ter  run  fer  my  life,  or  I’d  a 
gone  under,  sure !” 

“Did  they  say  anything  in  your  hearing?” 

“My,  yes.*  Ther  leader  wuz  a  mighty  stocky  man,  with 
a  close-trimmed  gray  beard,  a  sharp  nose  an’  deep-set  eyes. 
'We’ve  got  her  again,’  I  heerd  him  say.  ‘She  fell  in  the  trap 
easy.  Once  we  git  her  out  ter  ther  Jolly  Joker,  she’s  safe,’ 
an’  with  a  laugh  he  galloped  away.” 

“Thafs  Darrell  1”  muttered  Harry. 

“Which  way  does  the  trail  lead?”  asked  the  old  detective. 

“Toward  ther  Rockies.” 


“How  many  were  there  in  the  gang?” 

“Should  jedge  about  twenty.” 

“And  no  one  interfered  but  you?” 

“No.  They  all  carried  guns — that  kep’  people  off.” 

“It’s  evident  that  they  are  carrying  the  girl  away  to  Dar¬ 
rell’s  mine,”  said  the  old  detective  after  a  moment's  thought. 

“Confound  him,”  Harry  exclaimed  angrily.  “He  has 
done  the  very  trick  we  most  wished  ,to  avoid.” 

“We  must  set  out  on  their  trail  to-night,  Harry.” 

“Then  I’ll  go  after  Red  Buck.” 

“Meantime,  I’ll  get  the  horses  and  our  effects.” 

Thanking  the  man  for  his  information,  they  hastened 
away. 

By  the  time  Old  King  Brady  had  the  team  ready,  Harry 
reached  the  hotel  with  the  Indian  guide,  who  rode  a  mus¬ 
tang. 

“I’ve  offered  to  pay  the  Flathead  well  if  he  sticks  to  us,” 
said  the  boy. 

“Quite  right  of  you,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “and  so 
we  shall.” 

“I’d  go  without  pay,  after  what  you  did  for  me,”  said 
Red  Buck.  “I  want  revenge  on  Mark  Darrell,  and  I’ll  have 
it  yet,  at  any  risk.” 

“Does  the  Silver  Bow  trail  lead  out  to  his  mine  ?” 

“It  does.  That  is,  it  starts  the  traveller  toward  it.” 

“Then  we  go  that  way  first?” 

“Yes,”  assented  the  Indian. 

“We  must  reach  the  mine  just  as  soon  as  possible,  to  pre¬ 
vent  any  attempt  being  made  to  murder  the  girl.” 

“Mount,  and  we’ll  go  at  once.” 

The  detectives  got  astride  their  horses,  and  they  cantered 
through  the  city  just  as  the  full  moon  arose  in  the  cloudless 
sky. 

The  city  was  on  the  southern  slope  of  the  mountains,  and 
contained  some  foundries,  a  couple  of  ore-concentrators,  and 
some  quartz  mills  and  smelters,  from  which  a  ruddy  glow 
arose  to  the  sky. 

As  the  business  of  the  town  was  directly  connected  with 
silver  mining,  the  population  was  of  that  rough  class  to  be 
found  at  all  mining  camps. 

The  trail  led  them  out  upon  a  broad  expanse  of  rolling 
country  covered  with  bunch  grass  and  cactus  plants. 

For  miles  not  a  settlement  was  seen,  although  they  passed 
belts  of  pine,  fur,  cedar  and  cotton  wood  trees. 

Toward  midnight  Harry  asked  the  Indian: 

“How  far  is  it  from  Butte  to  Darrell’s  mine?” 

“About  fifty  miles,”  replied  Red  Buck. 

“Are  there  any  other  mines  near  it  ?” 

“None  within  ten  miles.  Me  leave  the  Beaver  Head 
River  behind  us  at  Willow  Creek,  and  strike  due  west  for 
Burnt  Pine  in  the  foothills.  The  mine  lies  in  a  deep  val¬ 
ley.” 

“V  hat  s  Darrell’s  object  in  keeping  the  location  of  his 
mine  a  secret  ?” 

“first,  to  prevent  a  rush.  Second,  because  he’s  got  hi- 
counterfeiting  mint  located  there.  And  third,  because  he 
wants  no  Grangers  there.” 

,  ^  di  on  in  silence  for  a  distance. 
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A.  n  .n_  at  a  point  where  another  road  branched  off,  they 

pUttS  od. 

TtN  a  question  which  way  they  went,"  said  Old  King 

Brady. 

“W  ait ;  I'll  find  out,”  said  the  guide. 

He  alighted  from  his  pony,  and  went  down  on  his  hands 
and  knees  with  his  eyes  close  to  the  ground,  closely  scan¬ 
ning  the  trail. 

[  They  watched  him  with  deep  interest. 

Like  a  snake  he  went  gliding  over  the  ground,  reading! 
the  signs  he  saw  there  as  a  civilized  man  reads  an  open 
book. 

Presently  he  arose  and  returned  to  them. 

*Tt's  all  right.  They  leftrthe  trail  here,”  he  said,  in  his 
laconic  way. 

‘‘Can  you  trail  them  ?”  queried  Harry,  curiously. 

“With  ease.” 

He  mounted  and  took  the  lead. 

The  Indian  led  them  off  across  the  plains. 

Here  they  could  see  the  hills  and  valleys  ahead. 

It  was  a  matter  of  surprise  to  them  how  he  followed  the 
faint  trail  so  accurately,  for  they  could  scarcely  distinguish  a 
hoof  print. 

Up  to  the  towering  hills  they  rode. 

Then  they  wound  around  the  spurs,  passed  through  heavy 
copses  of  timber  land,  went  down  through  the  valleys  and 
kept  on  until  daybreak. 

“Not  much  further  to  go  now,”  announced  Red  Buck 

finally. 

“We’d  better  pause  for  breakfast  and  a  few  hours  rest,” 
suggested  Harrv.  “If  we  don’t,  we  won’t  feel  much  like 
tackling  Darrell  in  his  den.” 

“They  rode  all  night,  too,  evidentW,”  said  Old  King 
Brady  dismounting,  “and  will  be  resting  when  we  reach 
their  camp.  They  won’t  suspect  we  are  going  to  beard  them 
in  their  den,  by  any  means.” 

There  was  a  tiny  mountain  brook  near  by,  and  as  they 
had  plenty  of  food,  they  soon  had  an  excellent  breakfast  be¬ 
fore  them. 

The  horses  were  left  to  graze  the  luxuriant  vegetation 
which  so  abundantly  grows  in  the  mountain  districts  of 
Montana. 

Arranging  to  get  up  before  noon,  they  rolled  themselves 
in  their  blankets  and  slept. 

Feeling  very  much  refreshed  when  they  finally  aroused 
themselves  again,  they  partook  of  a  light  luncheon,  mounted 
am]  rode  on  again. 

In  the  course  of  two  hours  they  were  swiftly  traveling 
ovr  r  a  -ection  of  the  country  split  by  huge  gorges  and 

gulches. 

Ahead  the  tableland  ended  abruptly  at  the  edge  of  a  cliff. 
“We  can't  go  on  this  way,”  said  Old  King  Brady  un- 

ea?  i  ly. 

“I  rjon’t  whv  not,”  replied  Red  Buck  in  careless  tones. 

< .  (  -*  we'll  go  over  yonder  cliff  if  we  keep  on.” 

“Not  T  our  eve-  ax*  open,”  laughed  the  guide. 

“Wfi.it  are  yon  up  to,  anyway?” 

to  "how  von  JiarrelJ  h  mine. 


Old  King  Brady  flashed  a  suspicious  glance  at  the  Indian. 

He  began  to  fear  the  man  was  playing  him  false. 

“Indians  are  treacherous,”  he  thought.  “Red  Buck  may 
be  one  of  the  gang  we  are  after.  But  Barney  Green  didn't 
say  so  before  he  died.” 

The  guide  said  nothing. 

He  stoically  rode  ahead  to  the  edge  of  the  precipice  and 
reined  in. 

As  the  Bradys  came  cantering  up  to  him,  he  pointed  down 
in  the  valley  below. 

“You  see  I  have  kept  my  word,”  said  the  Indian  guide; 
“there  is  the  mine.” 

Old  and  Young  King  Brady  were  dumb  with  astonish¬ 
ment. 

And  they  had  cause  to  be,  for  down  in  the  valley  they  saw 
one  of  the  best  equipped  mines  in  the  country,  having  sluices 
for  washing  the  ore,  smelting  houses,  crushers,  concentra¬ 
tors,  and,  in  fact,  every  modern  improvement  for  mining 
profitably.  , 

In  the  big  stockade  were  a  score  of  mounted  men  in  red 
and  blue  shirts,  whom  the  Bradys  recognized  at  a  glance  as 
Darrell’s  gang. 

They  had  evidently  just  come  in. 

When  Harry  recovered  from  his  surprise  he  exclaimed : 

“Red  Buck,  you  have  kept  your  word  nobly.” 

“Can’t  go  down  there  openly,”  said  the  Indian.  “They’d 
murder  you.” 

“We  don’t  intend  to.” 

“How  you  reach  the  girl  then  ?” 

“We  intend  to  disguise  ourselves  as  a  couple  of  miners, 
and  let  you  pretend  to  be  chasing  and  shooting  at  us.  You 
can  thus  drive  us  into  their  camp,  and  that  will  be  a  good 
excuse  for  our  appearance.” 

A  faint  smile  crossed  the  Indian’s  face. 

Nodding  his  head,  he  exclaimed  : 

“Good  plan.” 

“As  for\you,  we  expect  you  to  remain  about  the  neighbor¬ 
hood  so  we  can  communicate  with  you  occasionally.  In  the 
meantime  we  will  lay  our  plans  io  save  the  girl  and  run 
away  with  her.” 

“Yes,  yes,”  eagerly  assented  Red  Buck. 

“Once  she  is  safe,  we  intend  to  arrest  Darrell  and  as  many 
of  his  gang  as  we  can  get  our  hands  on  after  we  have  a  look 
at  his  mint.” 

“That  will  be  my  time  for  vengeance.” 

“You’ll  have  all  the  revenge  on  the  man  you  crave  when 
the  right  time  comes.” 

The  Bradys  took  a  long,  careful  survey  of  the  mine  and 
its  shanties,  in  which  Darrell’s  men  dwelt,  and  then  Harry 
asked  Red  Buck: 

“Where’s  the  Hermit’s  Cave?” 

“There’s  ghosts  there,”  said  the  Indian  in  alarm. 

“Never  miud  that.  We  wish  to  go  there.  Can  you  guide 
us  to  it?” 

“Of  course.  But  I  won’t  go  near  it.  Nobody  will.  Every 
one  is  afraid  of  the  place  and  shuns  it.  What  do  you  want  to 
do  there?” 

“Dig  up  the  body  of  Philip  Ray,  whom  Darrell  mur- 
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dt*n-'l  in  plate,  according  to  a  confession  made  to  us 
In  Barney  Green  before  he  died.” 

“Come  along,  then,”  said  the  Indian.  “It’s  up  the  val¬ 
ley.” 

And  they  rode  away  after  the  rodskin. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  PETRIFIED  MAN. 

“Do  you  see  that  rock  with  bushes  around  the  back  up 
the  gnlch?” 

“Plainly,”  replied  Young  King  Brady. 

“Well,”  said  the  Indian,  “the  entrance  to  the  Hermit’s 
Cave  is  under  that  rock.  You  can  find  it  by  parting  the 
bushes  where  the  rock  is  cracked.” 

“And  you  say  the  cave  is  haunted  by  a  ghost?’* 

“It  used  to  be.  Several  people  have  seen  it,  myself  in¬ 
cluded.” 

“What  did  the  spook  look  like?” 

“The  figure  of  a  man  draped  in  a  sheet  of  blue  fire.” 

“Did  you  shoot  at  it?” 

“I  did.  But  I  was  so  scared  I  must  have  missed  it.  Then 
1  ran  for  my  life.” 

“What  did  the  ghost  do  ?” 

“Groaned  and  rushed  toward  me.” 

“But  didn’t  overtake  you,  eh?”  laughed  Harry. 

“No,”  answered  Red  Buck,  in  solemn  tones.  “It’s  lucky 
for  me  it  didn’t,  or  I  might  not  now  be  alive  to  tell  of  the 
adventure.” 

“Mere  superstition,”  growled  Old  King  Brady.  “Come 


I  X  M  ( )  N  T  A  X  A . _ 

Scattered  about  the  floor  were  some  blanket  4^ 
utensils  and  other  evidences  of  the  place  being  inhibiff 
human  beings. 

‘•liv  Jove!”  exclaimed  Old  king  Brady,  somebodJ A. 

-  H 

here.”  #  J 

“There  isn’t  a  soul  in  the  place  now,’  replied  Hat  j 
glancing  around. 

“Must  be  the  ghost  Red  Buck  spoke  of.” 

“Appears  to  be  a  pretty  healthy  ghost,”  laughed  HAy.  , 
“Lives  like  a  human  being,  too.  I  wonder  where  he  is?f 

“Hark !  What’s  that?” 

Old  King  Brady  held  up  his  finger. 

A  long-drawn,  dismal  groan  reached  their  ears. 

It  seemed  to  proceed  from  a  tunnel  in  the  wall,  and  as 
they  glanced  toward  the  black  aperture  they  witnessed  a 
startling  scene. 

A  dim  bluish  light  of  huge  proportions  seemed  to  glow  j 
out  of  the  gloom  and  came  gliding  forward  toward  the 
watching  detectives. 

The  groans  now  turned  into  wild  shrieks  and  hideous  i 
laughter,  followed  by  several  pistol  shots  in  rapid  succession.  I 

Neither  of  the  detectives  moved. 

Glancing  at  each  other,  they  smiled,  and  Harry  said,  i 
quietly : 

“Here  comes  the  ghost.” 

“But  he  doesn’t  seem  to  scare  us.” 

Just  then  the  fiery  object  darted  from  the  tunnel  and  i 
made  a  rush  at  the  detectives,  waving  its  arms  and  yelling  i 
furiously. 

The  Bradys  eyed  it  curiously. 

Observing  that  it  did  not  frighten  them  away,  the  spectre 
pausqd. 


on.” 

“Not  me,”  said  the  guide,  holding  back.  “Money  couldn’t 
tempt  me  to  go  into  that  cave.  And  I  advise  you  not  to.” 

“Well  you  remain  here  till  we  come  back.” 

“All  right,”  readily  assented  the  redskin. 

The  Bradys  rode  along  the  rocky  bottom  of  the  gulch  into 
which  Red  Buck  had  guided  them,  an  hour’s  travel  from  the 
mine. 

“Darrell  must  have  haunted  the  cave  for  some  time  after 
he  lured  his  victim  into  it  and  murdered  him,”  commented 
Harry.  “His  object  most  likely  was  to  frighten  people  away 
from  the  place  so  they  would  not  find  the  body  of  Philip 
Ray  and  bring  the  deed  home  to  him.” 

“It  was  an  easy  matter  to  work  upon  the  superstitious 
fears  of  the  Indians  and  uneducated  miners  who  might  pass 
this  way,”  Old  King  Brady  answered.  “But  ghosts  don’t 
go  with  people  of  ordinary  intelligence.  Ah  !  here’s  the  rock 
he  pointed  out.” 

They  dismounted  and  quickly  found  the  cavern  entrance. 

It  was  an  uneven  aperture  in  the  face  of  the  rock. 

Lighting  their  dark-lanterns,  they  passed  into  the  open¬ 
ing. 

Two  yards  ahead  they  stepped  info  a  huge  eavern,  and  to 
their  astonishment  they  observed  a  big  fire  burning  against 
the  rear  wall,  under  an  opening  which  acted  as  a  flue  to  earrv 
the  smoke  through  the  roof. 


“Go  for  him,  Harry !”  roared  Old  King  Brady. 

They  leaped  forward  and  the  ghost  fled  precipitately. 

It  was  heading  for  the  tunnel  whence  it-  came,  but 
before  it  got  into  the  opening  Harry  and  his  partner  pounced  i 
on  it. 

Reaching  out  their  hands,  they  seized  its  flowing  gar¬ 
ments  and  ripped  them  off  without  feeling  any  burning  sen¬ 
sation  from  the  blue  fire. 

Instead  they  found  it  merely  a  sheet  covered  with  phos¬ 
phorus. 

Old  King  Brady  had  the  wearer  in  his  grip. 

Ho  proved  to  be  a  little,  old  man  with  long,  white  hair 
and  a  snowy  heard,  who  was  clad  iu  a  rough  suit,  a  blue 
flannel  shirt,  and  rawhide  hoots. 

l  urioush  struggling,  he  tried  to  get  free,  and  the  old 
tective  cried : 


away  nohow.” 

Panting  and  angry,  the  old  follow  yelled :  Jfl 

°u  ,0*  mc  8° !  git  outer  here !” 

,  mixch'“  buckled  Old  King  Brady.  “Wt  ««al 
explanation.”  6  * 

“V  j1'  ,r°  S  niv  rav°*  an  yer  ain’t  wantod,  I  toll  ytfl 

°"*  H'have  like  a  gentleman  or  we’ll  make  a  pri»u* 
>ou,  sir. 


The  old  fell 


ow 


temper  begun  to  cool. 
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Ht  sized  up  the  pair  sulkily  and  finally  demanded: 

‘H  an't  a  man  live  here  in  peace  if  he  wants  ter?” 

“Of  course  he  can,  if  he  behaves  himself.” 

‘‘Well,  then.  I’m  behavin’,  ain't  I?” 

“Certainly  not.  You  are  playing  ghost  to  scare  people 
•way.  It  arouses  our  curiosity  to  know  what  motive  prompts 
you  to  do  this.” 

“Oh.  I've  got  reasons,”  said  the  old  man,  mysteriously. 
“1've  lived  here  for  some  years  now,  an’  they  used  ter  call 
me  ther  Hermit.  But  I  didn't  want  no  people  cornin’ 
around  ter  pester  me,  so  I  took  ter  playin’  off  ghost  on  ’em. 
It  allers  worked  all  right  till  youse  two  came  along.” 

“I  see.  But  why  this  craving  for  solitude?” 

“That's  my  business!”  snapped  the  old  fellow  in  surly 
tones. 

“We’ve  got  to  pry  into  it.” 

“Yer  won't  do  nuthin'  of  ther  kind.” 

“Oh,  yes,  we  shall.  Say,  Harry.” 

“Well  ?”  asked  the  boy,  with  a  smile  of  amusement. 

“Go  into  the  tunnel  and  see  what  he  was  doing  in  there.” 

“Yerv  well.” 

“Hey !”  yelled  the  old  man  frantically.  “Don’t  you 
dare - ” 

“Shut  up !  Go  on.  Harry.”  / 

The  boy  complied  and  the  old  fellow  fought  and  strug¬ 
gled  like  a  madman  to  break  away  from  the  old  detective  to 
prevent  him. 

He  was  perfectly  helpless  in  the  veteran’s  hands,  although 
he  raved,  swore  and  threatened  them  with  all  sorts  of  ven¬ 
geance.  * 

Presently  Young  "King  Brady  returned. 

He  had  a  smile  on  his  face  and  a  lump  of  ore  in  his  hand. 

“Silver!”  he  exclaimed,  holding  it  up. 

Phe  old  man  groaned  and  turned  pale  with  dread. 

His  jealously  guarded  secret  was  now  exposed.  He  feared 
that  the  treasure  he  had  found,  and  had  been  silently  min¬ 
ing  for  several  years  past  all  alone  in  that  wilderness,  would 
be  taken  from  him. 

“So  that’s  his  secret,  eh?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

The  old  man  fell  on  his  knees  and  gasped  beseechingly: 

“For  pity’s  sake,  don’t  take  it  from  me!” 

“Nonsense !  Do  you  imagine  we  are  thieves  ?”  growled 
Old  King  Brady. 

The  hermit’s  face  brightened  up  and  he  cried  in  glad 
tones : 

%  « 

“Are  you  going  ter  leave  a  ole  man  have  what’s  hisn  by 
rights  ?” 

“Of  course  we  are.  We  haven’t  any  intention  of  injuring 
you,  old  man.  We  are  officers  of  the  law,  and  came  here  to 
find  t h(‘  body. of  Philip  Bay,  who  was  murdered  in  this  cave 
-ix  months  ago  bv  Mark  Darrell.” 

“Ob !”  -aid  tin-  hermit  eagerly,  “perhaps  I  can  help  yer.” 

“Can  you?” 

A  /,  on  condition  as  yer  don’t  let  nobody  knowT’m  work¬ 
ing  this  diver  lead.  If  v«*r  did  there’d  be  a  rush  for  this 
y,*"-  .  an'  I’d  bo  robbed.  I’ve  been  ’rnassin  a  fortune  here 
t t-r  bring  home  ter  civilization  v\ i t h  me.  I  don’t  want  ther 
rewMt  o’  my  hard  toil  took  from  me  at  ther  las’  moment.” 


<rWe’ll  protect  you  if  you  aid  us.” 

“It’s  a  go.  I  know  all  about  that  murder,  too.” 

“What  do  you  know  about  it?” 

“I’ll  tell  yer.  One  night  while  I  was  a- work  in’  in  ther 
tunnel  a  man  came  in  with  a  rough-looking  feller  called 
Barney  Green.  They  talked  an’  I  heard  Green  say :  ‘Mr. 
Bay,  I  ’spect  Mark  Darrell  here  any  moment.'  The  gentle¬ 
man  asked:  ‘Why  did  he  git  yer  ter  steer  me  here?’  The 
miner  answered :  ‘He  found  a  copper  mine  in  this  cave,  an' 
wants  ter  show  it  to  ver  so  ther  three  of  us  kin  each  stake  a 
claim  afore  it’s  found  out.  Wait  here.  I'll  go  out  an'  sec 
if  he’s  cornin’.’  He  went  out.  A  few  minutes  later  a  shot 
came  from  the  entrance.  The  bullet  pierced  Mr.  Bay’s 
head.  He  fell  dead.  Darrell  ran  in,  a  smokin'  pistol  in  his 
hand.  To  make  sure  of  his  work,  he  fired  several  more  bul¬ 
lets  into  his  victim.-  Then  he  called  in  Barney  Green.  They 
dug  a  hole  in  the  floor  of  the  cave  an’  buried  their  victim. 
Then  they  went  away,  Darrell  sayin:  ‘Ther  Jolly  Joker  is 
mine  entirely  now.’  ” 

“Your  story  is  exactly  the  same  as  the  confession  Green 
gave  us  when  he  was  dying,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Can 
you  show  us  the  body  ?” 

“I  can.  I  never  touched  it.  Wait — I’ll  dig  it  up.” 

He  got  a  pick  and  spade  from  the  tunnel. 

Selecting  a  certain  spot,  he  dug  a  hole  in  the  floor  and 
exhumed  a  body. 

The  detectives  flashed  their  lanterns  upon  it  and  Harry 
examined  it  closely. 

“See  !  See  !  The  body  is  petrified  !” 

Old  King  Brady  and  the  hermit  were  amazed. 

But  they  saw  that  the  boy  had  made  no  error. 

Philip  Bay’s  body  had  turned  to  stone ! 


CHAPTEB  IX. 

* 

IN  THE  ENEMY’S  CAMP. 

• 

“This  is  astonishing!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 

“How  well  preserved  the  body  is,”  Harry  added. 

“But,”  said  the  hermit,  “are  yer -sure  who  this  man  is?” 

“I’ll  prove  his  identity,”  replied  the  old  detective. 

Nellie  had  provided  him  with  a  photograph  of  her  miss¬ 
ing  father,  and  he  drew  the  picture  from  his  pocket  and 
compared  it  with  the  petrified  man’s  face.  The  others 
looked  on  with  absorbing  interest. 

“That’s  Philip  Bay !”  exclaimed  the  old  detective  finally. 
“This  picture  is  an  exact  copy  of  those  features  of  stone. 
Can’t  you  see  it  ?” 

“Plain  as  day,”  said  the  hermit,  nodding,  as  he  peered 
over  his  shoulder. 

“How  strange  that  nature  so  preserved  this  body  that  the 
features  are  almost  intact,”  said  Harry  in  wonderment. 
“Look  at  the  forehead — there’s  the  bullet  hole.  This  evi¬ 
dence  of  Darrell’s  guilt  must  convict  him.” 

“Can’t  yer  git  ther  body  out?”  asked  the  hermit. 

“We  can  try.  But  I  fear  it’s  too  heavy  for  us  to  handle 
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it  easily,”  the  old  detective  replied.  “Dig  away  more  dirt 
from  around  it.” 

This  was  done. 

An  attempt  was  then  made  to  remove  the  body. 

It  was  found  to  be  extremely  heavy. 

They  succeeded  in  pulling  it  out  of  the  grave  and  drag¬ 
ging  it  over  near  the  wall,  but  they  could  not  lift  it. 

“We’ll  leave  it  here  till  we  can  get  a  chance  to  send  for 
it,”  said  Old  King  Brady  to  the  hermit.  “Will  you  guard 
it  for  us  ?” 

“Certainly  I  shall.” 

“Very  well.  We’ve  seen  all  we  want  to  now.” 

“An’  you’ll  keep  faith  with  me,  won’t  yer?” 

“Most  assuredly,  as  long  as  you  look  out  for  our  inter¬ 
ests.” 

With  this  understanding  they  separated. 

Returning  to  Red  Buck,  the  officers  mounted  their  horses 
and  rode  away  with  the  Indian  along  the  gulch.  They  did 
not  mention  the  hermit  to  him,  and  he  asked  if  they  saw  the 
ghost. 

“Yes,”  assented  Old  King  Brady.  “We  saw  the  ghost.” 

“And  you  still  live  to  tell  of  it?”  asked  Red  Buck  in  sur¬ 
prise. 

“Well,”  laughed  the  old.  veteran,  “we  look  pretty  healthy, 
don’t  we  ?” 

“Very,”  replied  the  guide. 

They  rode  on  until  they  arrived  near  the  valley  in  which 
Darrell’s  mine  was  located  and  remained  concealed  till  night 
fell. 

The  Bradys  then  disguised  themselves. 

Having  a  complete  change  of  clothing  and  false  beards 
and  wigs,  they  transformed  their  appearance  so  that  they 
looked  like  a  pair  of  miners. 

About  eight  o’clock  they  gave  Red  Buck  some  instruc¬ 
tions  and  rode  away. 

They  had  not  gone  far  before  the  Indian  began  to  yell 
and  fire  off  his  pistols. 

As  that  was  the  signal  they  waited  for,  the  Bradys  started 
their  horses  off  at  a  gallop  and  began  to  yell  and  fire  back  at 
their  imaginary  pursuers. 

In  this  manner  they  rode  furiously  into  the  mining  camp. 

Darrell  and  his  gang  heard  the  furor. 

With  their  curiosity  aroused,  they  rushed  for  the  de¬ 
tectives,  who  had  come  to  a  pause  and  were  discharging  their 
pistols  back  in  the  direction  they  came  from. 

Red  Buck,  still  firing,  beat  a  hasty  retreat. 

“Hello,  there!”  yelled  Darrell  at  the  detectives.  “What’s 
the  matter?” 

“Ah!  Here’s  some  white  men.  Bill,”  cried  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Lend1  us  a  hand  here,  will  yer?”  yelled  Harry.  “Thar’s 
a  flock  o’  Crow  Injuns  on  ther  warpath  wot  broke  from  ther 
reservation  an'  it's  a-tryin'  ter  kill  us.” 

“Ride  down  this  way,”  roared  Darrell  quickly. 

On  thundered  the  horses  and  they  reached  the  miners. 

Every  one  of  the  gang  clutched  a  weapon. 

“Reckon  they  seed  yer  and  turned  back,”  said  Old  King 
Brady. 
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« Heave  a  volley  at  them,  boys!”  cried  DarrelL 
A  fusilade  pealed  out. 

Red  Buck  was  not  injured. 

He  fired  back  and  tied  unrecognized. 

After  awhile  Darrell’s  men  became  convinced  that 
supposed  band  of  Indians  had  seen  them  and  tied  in  ala 
Then  the  whole  crowd  gathered  around  the  detect!] 

and  asked  for  t lie  particulars. 

Acting  the  parts  they  assumed  to  perfection,  Old  K|g 

Brady  said : 

“We  struck  a  fine  placer  an’  were  agoin’  ter  stake  our 
claims,  when  a  troop  o’  redskins  in  war  paint  attacked  ug. 
We  mounted  an’  rode  for  our  liyes.  The  Injuns  chased  ug  . 
here,  an’ — well,  you  knows  ther  rest. 

Will  you  show  us  your  claim  ?”  eagerly  asked  Darrell. 
Yes,  if  yer  don’t  try  ter  jump  it.” 

Oh,  we  only  want  to  pick  out  claims  near  it.” 

“In  that  case  we’ll  show  yer.  But  not  to-night,  stranger.” 
“Very  well.  To-morrow  will  do.” 

“Kin  we  stay  here  ?” 

“Of  course.  There’s  plenty  shanties  over  yonder.” 

Any  drinkin’  goin’  on  ?” 

Plenty,  if  you’ve  got  the  dust  or  nuggets.” 

Ay,  we’ve  got  plenty  o’  them.” 

“Then  make  yourself  at  home  here.” 

“What  is  it — a  minin’  camp  ?” 

“Yes.  Copper.” 

“Who’s  ther  boss  ?” 

“I  am.” 

“D’ver  live  here  ?” 

Yes.  In  that  log  hut,  when  I’m  here.” 

Whar’s  ther  bar?” 

In  that  house  d6wn  by  the  sluice.” 

“We’ll  go  an’  liquor  up.  Come  along?” 

”1  don’t  mind,”  replied  Darrell,  “and  while  we're  at  it  I 
may  show  you  a  way  to  make  money  four  times  as  fast  as 
you  can  dig  it  out  of  the  ground  with  a  pick  and  shovel.”  . 

“\er  kin.-'  demanded  Old  King  Bradv,  with  a  surprised 
j  look.  “How?” 

“By  getting  a  thousand  dollars  for  every  five  hundred 
you  invest.” 

A  puzzled  expression  crossed  the  old  detective's  face,  and 

he  took  a  chew  of  tobacco,  pondered  a  moment,  and  finally 
said : 

“What  are  yer  givin'  me — a  steer?” 

No.  1  vc  pot  a.  lot  of  light  weight  Canadian  coins  l 
want  to  sell.” 

A  hearty  laugh  escaped  the  detective. 

Slapping  his  leg  with  his  hand,  he  cried  : 

“Jerusalem  ther  golden!  Now  I  understands  ver.  An’ 
I’ve  seen  them  coins,  too.  They’re  fine.  I'd  like  ter  h*w 
a  ™llion  °'  them.  No  trouble  ter  pass  ’em  at  all.” 

”Df  course  not.”  chuckled  Darrell.  “They're  real  silve  r." 

1  know  it.  Move  got  six  thousand  dollars  between  u* 

1  liki  ter  get  uiy  paws  on  twelve  thoue&n*  dollar*'  wort® 

°  them  ere  coins  for  it.”  4 

can'  ni«V  hoy,  and  this  is  the  headquarters  for 
*at  ,lvt'r  thiuk  o'  that  for  a  deal.  Bill?” 
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if  “It  s  out  o'  sight,  Dan."  replied  Harry. 

“W  ill  yer  jine  me  in  a  investment  ?” 

“Ter  kin  bet  yer  boots  I  will.” 

“Then  that  settles  it,  partner,"  said  Old  King  Brady  to 

Darrell. 

The  villain  was  elated. 

He  expected  to  use  these  two  men  to  shove  out  thousands 
of  dollars  worth  of  his  bad  coins,  and  he  exclaimed: 

ery  well.  It's  a  go.  You  can  have  the  coin  to-morrow. 
And  when  you  get  rid  of  it,  come  back  with  twelve  thousand 
dollars  and  I  11  give  you  twenty-four  thousand  worth.  You 
can  thus  keep  on  doubling  your  money,  and  I'll  guarantee 
that  in  six  months'  time  you'll  each  be  worth  a  quarter  of  a 
million.  We’ve  got  men  out  now  pushing  the  stuff  all  over 
the  country  who  are  getting  rich  so  fast  it  nearly  sets  them 
crazy." 

“Waal,"  said  Old  King  Brady,  “we  are  like  all  men.  We 
wants  ter  get  all  the  money  we  can  lay  our  hands  on.  If 
you  treats  us  fair  an'  square,  we  kin  do  a  big  business  to¬ 
gether,  I'm  sure.” 

•  “We’ll  try  you,"  replied  Darrell.  “Here’s  the  bar.  Come 
in  and  have  a  drink.” 

They  passed  into  a  dirty  shanty  fitted  up  as  a  saloon,  and 
found  it  crowded  with  the  tough  characters  who  worked  in 
Darrell's  mine. 

Everybody  was  smoking,  laughing,  talking,  swearing  and 
drinking.  At  the  rear  of  the  place  were  card  tables  at  which 
some  were  gambling  furiously  at  the  most  hazardous  turn 
of  the  cards. 

Behind  the  bar  stood  a  big  ruffian  whose  nose  was  gone, 
his  cropped  bullet  head  showing,  the  scars  of  many  fights, 
and  Darrell  said  to  him : 

“The  best  in  the  house,  Jim.” 

“All  right,  Cap.  What’ll  it  be,  gents?” 

“Whisky.” 

The  drinks  were  served,  and  after  some  further  talk  Dar- 
|  rell  said : 

“I’ll  show  you  a  shebang  where  you  can  roost  for  the 
night,  and  then  I’ll  leave  you  to  follow  your  own  inclina¬ 
tions  till  morning.” 

“We’d  rather  finish  our  deal  fer  that  coin  right  now.” 
“\7er}r  well ;  I'll  take  you  right  to  our  mint,  if  you  like.” 
This  was  exactly  what  the  Bradys  were  aiming  at. 

When  they  assented,  Darrell  led  them  from  the  saloon. 
Crossing  the  enclosure,  they  passed  the  mine  tunnels  in 
i  the  dde  of  the  hill  from  which  the  copper  ore  was  taken  to 
■  the  crushers. 

“It’s  a  fine  plant  you’ve  got  here,”  commented  Harry. 
“Yes,*  replied  Darrell  carelessly.  “I’m  making  money 

j  like  dirt.” 

“Are  vou  alone  in  the  deal?” 

“()  Mv  former  partner  died  six  months  ago.” 

Thev  reached  a  well-lighted  building  and  paused. 

“I-  thi«  t her  place?” queried  Old  King  Brady. 

“Y(  j.  Thin  is  where  we  make  the  money.  Go  in.” 

TV  det/ctjre  opened  the  door. 

TV  n<  xt  moment  they  were  in  the  counterfeiter’s  den. 


CHAPTER  X. 

OVERHEARING  A  COWARDLY  PLOT. 

Mark  Darrell  felt  quite  safe  in  showing  these  two  strang¬ 
ers  his  mint,  for  he  shrewdly  calculated  that  their  secrecy 
could  be  secured  by  the  great  inducement  to  make  a  fortune 
which  he  had  offered  them. 

Very  few  men,  he  figured,  would  kill  the  goose  that  laid 
the  golden  eggs. 

Upon  glancing  around,  the  detectives  observed  half  a 
dozen  men  at  work  manufacturing  the  spurious  coins  with 
which  he 'was  flooding  the  country. 

The  silver  ore  taken  from  the  mines  was  smelted  and  re¬ 
fined  before  it  was  finally  turned  over  to  the  counterfeiters 
for  coinage  in  the  form  of  bars. 

At  one  side  there  was  a  hot  furnace. 

The  fire  contained  a  number  of  crucibles  in  which  the  sil¬ 
ver  was  melted.  Then  other  men  poured  the  molten  metal 
into  moulds.  Others  were  taking  out  the  coins  which  had 
cooled,  and  a  man  was  packing  them  in  boxes. 

Upon  the  floor  near  the  latter  person  were  numerous 
boxes  with  the  lids  off,  containing  thousands  of  the  new 
spurious  coins. 

“Everything  here  is  worked  with  a  system,”  said  Darrell. 

“Ay,  so  we  see,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “You  must 
make  plenty  of  ’em.” 

“You  may  see  for  yourself,  sir.” 

“Don’t  the  authorities  never  pester  yer  ?” 

“No.  They’ve  never  found  out  where  we’re  located.” 

“Who’d  think  o’  lookin’  fer  a  mint  like  this  at  a  copper 
mine  ?” 

“That’s  what  we  bank  on  to  save  ourselves  from  trouble.” 

“Kin  we  carry  away  six  thousand  dollars’  wuth  o’  them 
coins  on  our  horses  ?” 

“Easily,  by  dividing  them  between  you.” 

“Then  here’s  our  money.” 

He  pulled  a  big  wad  of  bills  from  his  bosom,  and  Darrell’s 
eyes  gleamed. 

Counting  out  six  thousand  dollars,  Old  King  Brady  hand¬ 
ed  the  money  to  the  man  and  said : 

“Here’s  yer  money.  Yer  kin  get  them  coins  ready  fur  us 
ter  carry  ’em  off.” 

“We’ll  put  the  stuff  in  bags,”  replied  Darrell,  pocketing 
the  bills. 

“No  foolin’,  now.” 

“My  dear  fellow,  it’s  my  interest  to  be  honest  with  you.” 

“Sure  it  is.  We  expects. ter  keep  cornin’  back  fer  more 
later  on.” 

“That’s  just  what  I  want,”  said  Darrell  smilingly. 

He  spoke  to  one  of  the  men,  and  he  carefully  bagged  up 
twelve  thousand  dollars  in  silver  and  carried  it  to  an  empty 
hut  the  Bradys  were  to  occupy. 

Harry  went  with  him  each  trip  he  made. 

When  the  money  was  transferred  Darrell  left  them. 

Alone  with  Old  King  Brady,  the  hoy  demanded: 

“Say,  are  you  crazy?” 
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“No.  Why  Ty 

“For  buying  all  those  counterfeits.” 

“Oh,  1  know  what  I’m  doing." 

“Humbug!  You’ll  never  get  that  money.” 

“I  don't  expect  to.” 

“Then  why  did  you  give  it  to  him  ?” 

“Simply  because  I  wanted  to  win  his  confidence,  in  the 
first  place.” 

“And  in  the  second  place?” 

“The  bills  I  gave  him  were  counterfeits.” 

Harry  laughed  long  and  loud  at  ibis  unexpected  reply. 
When  his  mirth  subsided  he  exclaimed : 

“Well,  you’re  a  corker !” 

Old  King  Brady  smiled  blandly  and  replied: 

“A  counterfeit  ain’t  worth  any  more  than  a  counterfeit." 
They  watched  Darrell  enter  his  hut,  and  Harry  asked: 

“I  wonder  where  he  has  got  Nellie  Ray  hidden?” 

“More  than  likely  she’s  in  his  hut.” 

“Let  us  find  out.” 

They  strode  over  to  Darrell’s  house. 

Without  ceremony  they  pushed  the  door  open  and  en¬ 
tered. 

Before  them  was  a  large,  pleasant  dining  room,  contain- 
taining  a  safe  and  a  desk,  and  a  door  at  the  rear  gave  ingress 
to  other  apartments. 

Darrell  stood  in  the  front  room  and  a  frown  of  annoyance 
crossed  his  face  as  he  turned  around  and  faced  the  two 
strangers. 

“Well?”  he  demanded  bluntly. 

“I  fergot  ter  ask  yer  whar  we  kin  git  supper,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady,  coolly. 

“Next  door  to  the  saloon.” 

“All  right.” 

v_7 

“Say,  you  mustn't  come  in  here  without  knocking.” 

“No?  *  Why?” 

“'Because  I  allow  nobody  to  enter  my  house.” 

“Ax  parding,  boss.  We  didn’t  know  that.” 

“There’s  the  door.  You  may  go,”  said  Darrell  curtly. 
The  Bradys  silently  departed. 

Outside,  they  smiled  at  each  other,  and  Harry  whispered : 
“If  the  girl’s  there,  she  must  be  in  one  of  the  inner 
rooms.” 

“Perhaps  we  may  see  through  one  of  the  windows.” 

“Get  behind  the  house.” 

“You  keep  guard  so  I  won’t  get  caught.” 

Harry  nodded  and  the  old  detective  glided  behind  the  hut. 
There  was  a  window  in  the  rear,  but  it  was  covered,  much 
to  his  disappointment,  but  be  heard  Darrell  speaking  in  the 
hut. 

“Get  up,  Tim  !”  he  exclaimed. 

“Hello!  What’s  wanted?”  drowsily  answered  Golden’s 
voice.  • 

“We’ve  got  to  go  up  to  the  dance  to-night.” 

“Oh,  yes.  I  forgot.  The  girl - ” 

“If  we  don't  get  rid  of  her  to-night  we’ll  lose  another 

ff 

ay. 

“The  longer  she’s  alive,  the  longer  your  danger  lasts.” 

‘nf  course.  And  we  don’t  dare  to  kill  her  outright.  It  j 


must  be  made  to  appear  like  an  accident.  It’d  known  we 
had  her,  and  if  she  were  found  killed  it  would  go  mighty 
hard  with  us.” 

“We  can  drown  .her  in  the  flood.” 

“That’s  just  what  I  count  on  doing.  Cut  away  that  one 
brace,  and  the  water  from  the  dam  will  rush  down  the  val¬ 
ley  and  carry  her  with  it.  As  others  are  likely  to  go  under, 
too,  it  won’t  look  as  if  she  were  singled  out.” 

“Where  did  you  leave  her?” 

“In  the  haunted  hut  near  the  Hermit’s  Cave.” 

“That’s  right  in  the  path  of  the  flood  when  it  comes 
down.” 

“Exactly.  She  will  be  wrashed  away  in  the  torrent  that 
will  sweep  down  the  valley  when  we  cut  open  the  dam,”  said 
Darrell. 

A  frown  gathered  upon  Old  King  Brady’s  brow. 

“The  cowards !”  he  muttered  angrily. 

Just  then  Tim  asked  : 

“What  about  them  two  strangers?” 

“I’ve  got  their  money  already.” 

“Do  you  think  we  can  use  them  to  shove  the  coin  ?” 

“Oh,  yes.  They’re  very  enthusiastic  over  the  game.” 

“Then  we  must  jolly  them  along  to  keep  in  with  them.” 

“By  all  means.  They  will  be  very  valuable  to  us,  Tim.” 

*  “Do  you  think  you  can  trust  them  ?” 

“Undoubtedly.” 

“Did  you  find  out  where  they  name  from  ?” 

“Not  vet,  hut  I  think  they’re  Helena  men.” 

Then  ensued  a  few  minutes  of  silence. 

Then  Tim  asked  Darrell : 

“Going  to  treat  them  fair?” 

“It’s  to  our  interest  to  do  so.” 

Don  t  be  too  confiding.  Thev  rnnv  give  ns  away  to  the 
authorities  and  bring  a  batch  of  Vigilantes  swarming  down 
about  our  ears.  You  know  the  Secret  Service  has  offered 
a  big,  fat  reward  for  the  capture  of  our  gang  and  the  dis¬ 
covery  and  breaking  up  of  our  mint.” 

Oh,  I’ve  sized  them  up  carefully.  They’re  nil  right.” 

What  time  are  you  going  to  start  for  the  dam?” 

“About  fen  o’clock.” 

Don  t  tell  any  of  the  gang  where  we  are  going.” 

Certainly  not.  I  don’t  want  them  to  know  our  business, 
oi  one  of  them  might  get  drunk  some  day  and  give  us  awav. 
If  that  girl  ain’t  put  out  of  the  way  T  may  have  trouble  from 
her  over  the  mine.” 

Couldn  t  she  be,  quietly  fixed  without  going  to  all  this 
trouble?” 

Of  course  she  could.  But  T  don’t  want  that.  I’ve 
planned  to  have  her  body  found  drowned  after  the  flood  bv 
some  people  from  Butte.  That  will  give  her  death  a  natural 
appearance,  and  no  blame  or  suspicion  of  the  deed  will  fall 
upon  our  shoulders.” 

“Perhaps  you  arc  right,  after  all.” 

They  presently  changed  the  subject.* 

As  Darrell  finally  said  he  was  going  out  to  look  after  the 
horses,  the  detectives  stole  away  and  hid  in  one  of  the  huts. 

Here  Old  King  Brady  told  Harry  all  he  had  learned. 

The  boy  was  filled  with  horror  and  indignation. 
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“What  cowardly  murderers  they  are!"  he  could  not  help 

exclaiming. 

It  remains  for  us  to  watch  them  and  thwart  their  design, 
Ham.” 

V 

“Most  decidedly.  But  we  don't  know  where  the  girl  is, 
to  rescue  her." 

“Perhaps  we  can  find  out  in  time.” 

“How?” 

“By  questioning  Red  Buck.” 

“T.he  villains  may  lead  us  to  her  place  of  captivity.” 

“It  s  doubtful.  But  we  can  fairly  presume  this,  that  the 
dam  is  up  the  valley  at  a  high  point  and  the  hut  the  girl  is 
in  is  below  it.” 

They  kept  a  keen  watch  on  Darrell. 

At  ten  o’clock  precisely  he  and  Tim  rode  away  on  horse¬ 
back,  carrying  an  ax. 

The  detectives  hastened  to  where  their  own  horses  were 
tethered,  and  getting  the  animals  ready,  they  mounted  and 
started  off. 


QHAPTER  XI. 

RACING  THE  FLOOD. 

“Halt !  Who  goes  there  ?” 

'  It  was  the  voice  of  a  senary. 

The  Bradys  were  startled  and  instantly  reined  in. 

A  gleaming  rifle  was  aimed  at  them  from  behind  a  tree. 
“Looks  as  if  we  were  not  going  to  get  away  from  the  mine 
easily,”  said  Harry. 

“We  shall !  You  leave  it  to  me,”  resolutely  answered  Old 

King  Brady. 

The  sentry  stepped  from  behind  the  tree  trunk  and  de¬ 
manded  : 

“Where  are  you  fellows  going?" 

“Didn’t  Darrell  an’  Tim  tell  yer  we  was  with  ’em?” 
asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“No,  they  didn’t,”  was  the  surly  reply.  “But  they  told 
me  not  to  let  you  two  pass  out  of  the  camp  without  first 
notifying  them.” 

“Call  ’em  back  then,  partner,  an’  ax  ’em.” 

“I  can’t.  They’re  too  far  away.” 

“Then  ycr’ll  have  ter  question  ’em  when  we  comes  back.” 
“But  I  ain’t  going  to  let  you  pass.” 

“Yer  ain’t?” 

“No !  Turn  back.” 

<fWe  won’t.  If  you  interferes  Darrell  will  give  yer  rats.” 
“Ill  risk  that.  Turn  back,  I  say!” 

“But  how  will  Darrell  know  whar  ter  go  without  us?” 
“Where  were  you  going?” 

“Ter  show  him  a  claim  we  staked  yesterday.” 

The  -entry  pondered. 

IT  wa-  for  a  moment  inclined  to  let  them  pass  ;  but  upon 
u<\  con-ideration  he  became  obstinate  and  said  decis¬ 
ively: 

“No !  HI  do  my  duty,  if  1  have  a  fight  over  it.  It’s  best 
to  be  on  the  44 fe  ride.  You  can’t  pass,  and  that  settles  it. 


If  Darrell  misses  you,  he  can  come  back  and  square  it  for 
you.  1  won't  let  you  go  by  unless  he  does.” 

“D’ye  want  ter  git  in  trouble?" 

“Oh,  I’ll  chance  that." 

Old  King  Brady  realized  that  severe  measures  were  neces¬ 
sary. 

He  therefore  suddenly  dug  spurs  in  his  horses’  flanks,  the 
beast  leaped  toward  the  sentry,  and  the  man  raised  his  rifle 
to  fire.  / 

Before  he  could  discharge  the  gun  the  horse’s  hoofs  struck 
him,  he  was  knocked  down,  the  weapon  tlew  out  of  his  hands, 
and  his  senses  fled. 

“Dead?”  asked  Harry,  breathlessly. 

“Merely  unconscious,”  replied  the  other. 

“Race  away  before  he  recovers.” 

“Come  on.” 

And  off  their  horses  galloped  up  the  valley. 

Two  miles  away  they  gained  an  eminence,  and  mounting 
the  crest,  they  took  a  survey  of  the  valley. 

By  this  time  the  moon  had  risen  high  in  the  heavens. 

When  they  looked  toward  the  westward  they  observed  that 
the  valley  sloped  upward  at  an  acute  angle. 

A  wide  brook  was  running  down  the  middle. 

It  came  from  what  looked  like  a  distant  waterfall. 

“There’s  the  source  of  the  stream  that  feeds  the  sluice,” 
said  Old  King  Brady,  pointing  to  the  fall.  “A  dam  is  im¬ 
pounding  that  water.  It  must  be  that  dam  they  intend  to 
break  away.”  / 

“If  it* is,  this  valley  will  be  swept  by  a  swift  flood,”  re¬ 
plied  the  boy. 

“Can  you  see  the  haunted  hut?” 

“No.  But  I  see  Darrell  and  his  pal.” 

“Where  are  they?” 

“Look  toward  that  cluster  of  trees.” 

“Well?” 

“See  the  two  tiny,  moving  objects?” 

“Oh,  yes,  I  see.  That’s  the  pair,  sure  enough.” 

“We’ll  have  to  hurry  to  catch  up  to  them.” 

“I  won’t  attempt  to  stop  them  cutting  the  dam  if  we  can 
find  the  girl.” 

“As  they  expect  the  dam  to  flood  only  the  lower  part  of  the 
valley,”  replied  Young  King  Brady,  “we  must  assume  that 
the  hut  she  is  confined  in  is  situated  directly  in  the  course 
of  the  flood.” 

“But  we  can’t  traverse  that  bottom.  The  vegetation  is 
too  dense.  Wc  must  remain  up  here  on  this  trail  to  follow 
them.” 

They  rode  ahead  rapidly. 

The  dam  was  fully  three  miles  further  on. 

When  they  drew  near  it,  a  dark  figure  glided  from  the 
bushes. 

It  was  Red  Buck. 

“Hello!”  he  exclaimed.  “I’ve  been  watching  you  coming 
up  the  valley.” 

“Did  you  see  Darrell  and  his  pal  go  by?”  queried  Harry. 

“Yes,  and  1  was  tempted  to  shoot  them.  The  sight  of  you 
following  stayed  my  hand.  I  believed  you  had  some  object 
in  view.” 
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“So  we  have.” 

“What  may  it  be?” 

“To  find  the  haunted  hut.” 

“Why,  you’ve  passed  it.” 

“Did  we?” 

“It’s  two  miles  down  the  valley.” 

“Can  you  guide  us  to  it  ?” 

“Easily.” 

“Hark  !  What’s  that  thumping?” 

“Darrell  and  his  man  have  an  ax.  They  are  chopping 
down  one  of  the  supports  of  the  dam.  If  they  do,  the  lake  it 
holds  back  will  burst  into  the  valley  and  flood  the  place.” 

“That’s  exactly  what  they  intend  to  do.” 

A  frightened  look  covered  Red  Buck’s  face  and  he  said : 

“We’d  better  get  right  up  on  the  high  ground  out  of  dan¬ 
ger.” 

“Is  •‘•here  any  immediate  danger?” 

“Come  over  here  and  I’ll  show  you.” 

He  led  them  to  a  clearing,  where  they  had  an  uninter¬ 
rupted  view  of  the  dam  from  top  to  bottom,  and  they  saw 
it  was  made  of  logs  laid  across  a  narrow  gorge. 

A  huge  log.  was  holding  up  an  H-shaped  breast-piece. 

The  waterfall  which  poured  over  the  top  of  the  dam  into 
a  big  pool  at  the  base  was  rushing  away  in  the  form  of  a 
brook. 

Standing  on  some  black,  mossy  rocks  were  Darrell  and 
Tim. 

The  former  was  cutting  the  brace  holding  up  the  breast 
piece. 

By  this  time  it  was  half  cut  through. 

The  immense  volume  of  water  it  held  back  weighed  thou¬ 
sands  of  tons  and  the  strain  on  that  race  was  enormous. 

While  they  glanced  at  it,  they  heard  Tim  shout : 

“Look  out  now !  The  dam  is  beginning  to  bulge  in  the 
middle.” 

“And  the  brace  is  cracking,”  added  Darrell. 

“With  a  few  more  blows  you’ll  weaken  it  so  it  will  break 
itself.” 

“Then  I’ll  deliver  them.  Get  ready  to  rush  for  the  high 
ground  before  the  flood  bursts  through  and  inundates  this 
spot.”  v 

The  Bradys  turned  to  Red  Buck. 

“Ride  down  the  trail  like  the  wind !”  gasped  Harry  to  the 
Indian.  “We  have  got  to  beat  the  coming  flood  to  save  the 
girl.”  ,  ' 

The  guide  hesitated  a  moment. 

He  feared  for  his  own  life. 

Old  King  Brady  saw  what  was  passing  in  his  mind. 

“Go !”  he  roared. 

The  Indian  gave  a  start. 

But  he  rode  away  like  the  wind. 

After  him  sped  the  Bradys  at  top  speed. 

Down  the  valley  they  raced  at  a  furious  pace. 

“Don’t  spare  your  mustang!”  yelled  Old  King  Brady  at 
the  guide.  “A  human  life  depends  upon  our  reaching  that 
hut  ahead  of  the  flood,  which  will  soon  be  coming  after 


They  heard  it,  and  with  shudders  of  alarm  glanced  back. 

The  center  of  the  dam  was  bulged  far  out  now,  for  the 
brace  had  broken  and  fallen,  and  Darrell  and  his  man  had 
fled  to  a  place  of  safety. 

“It’s  breaking  fast,”  exclaimed  the  boy. 

“Yes.  The  whole  thing  is  apt  to  give  away  at  any  mo¬ 
ment  now,”  his  partner  replied.  “Go  faster,  Red  Back, 
faster !” 

“My  pony  is  doing  its  best  now,”  panted  the  guide. 

On,  on  they  thundered  swiftly,  urging  their  mounts  on 
with  voice,  spur  and  lash,  until  they  fairly  flew  over  the 
ground. 

It  was  a  desperate  ride. 

Crash !  came  another  awful  report  from  the  dam. 

Some  of  the  logs  had  given  away. 

Down  came  a  big  volume  of  wrater  with  a  mad  rush  on 
the  bosom  of  the  brook,  and  they  saw  with  what  frightful 
rapidity  it  overtook  them. 

“Has  the  dam  gone?”  asked  Harry. 

“Only  part  of  it,”  said  the  old  detective. 

•  With  a  hissing  roar  the  water  rushed  past  them,  and  they 
plunged  ahead  with  renewed  anxiety,  as  they  feared  at  any 
moment  to  hear  the  whole  dam  give  away. 

The  wonder  was  that  it  held  together  as  long  as  it  did. 

Just  then  Red  Buck  yelled: 

“Turn  to  the  right.” 

“What’s  the  matter?”  cried  I>arr^. 

tJ 

“Here’s  the  cabin.” 

“Thank  the  Lord  for  that !” 

They  plunged  down  into  the  deepest  part  of  the  valley, 
tearing  through  the  tangled  vines,  and  neared  the  stream. 

As  they  burst  into  a  clearing  they  saw  a  lone  hut  standing 
close  beside  the  stream.  It  wras  here  Nellie  was  held  a  pris¬ 
oner. 
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OVERTAKEN  BY  THE  FLOOD. 

“Miss  Rav!”  shouted  Harry,  pounding  at  the  door. 

“Help  !  Help  !”  shrieked  the  girl’s  voice  in  the  hut. 

“Open  the  door !” 

“I  can’t !” 

Bang  !  came  a  shot  from  the  bushes  just  then,  and  a  bullet 
whistled  past  Old  King  Brady’s  head  dangerously  near. 

Red  Buck  glanced  .around. 

He  saw  the  rough-looking  man  who  had  fired. 

Evidently  Darrell  had  left  him  to  guard  the  prisoner. 

Quick  as  lightning  the  Indian  raised  his  rifle  and  fired  a 
shot. 

It  must  have  hit  the  villain,  for  he  gave  a  veil  of  agony 
and  dashed  away  among  some  trees  and  bushes  where  the 
Indian’s  mustang  could  not  follow  him.  There  he  vanished. 

‘Harry,  well  have  to  break  down  the  door,”  coolly  said 
the  old  officer,  after  a  glance  at  the  man  who  had  shot  at  him. 

“Rush  at  it  with  your  shoulder,”  replied  the  boy. 

They  charged  on  the  door  and  struck  it  hoatilv. 


Boom  !  came  an  appalling  roar  just  then. 
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It  shook,  but  failed  to  uive  awav. 

^  °  *  i 

‘T  said  the  old  detective. 

Just  then  there  sounded  a  distant,  dull,  thundering  crash. 

It  was  an  appalling  grinding  and  splitting  sound,  and 
Harry  gasped. 

“The  dam  is  broken!" 

“For  heaven's  sake,  get  a  rock!” 

1  hey  each  seized  a  stone  as  big  and  heavy  as  they  could 

lift. 

Staggering  over  to  the  door  with  their  burdens,  they 
raised  them  high  over  their  heads  and  hurled  them  with  all 
their  strength  at  the  door. 

Crash!  Bang!  came  the  report,  and  llie  door  was  burst 

open. 

“Hurry!  The  flood  is  coming  down  the  valley!”  yelled 
Ked  Buck  frantically.  “We'll  all  get  drowned !” 

Into  the  hut  rushed  the  detectives. 

A  terrible  roaring  and  rumbling  sound  was  coming  from 
up  the  valley  as  an  immense  wall  of  hissing  water  burst  from 
the  broken  dam  and  rushed  like  an  avalanche  down  on  the 

little  brook. 

It  was  spreading  in  all  directions. 

But  it  kept  pushing  straight  ahead  as  it  came  down  the 
hill  and  flooded  everything  in  its  resistless  rush. 

Trees  and  bushes  were  torn  to  pieces  by  the  flood,  huge 
boulder?  were  swept  aside  like  mere  pebbles,  and  it  came 
with  the  speed  of  a  locomotive. 

As  the  stream  swiftly  swelled,  its  waters  rose  up  around 
the  hut  with  frightful  speed  in  advance  of  the  flood. 

The  Bradys  knew  what  to  expect. 

Glancing  around  the  solitary  room  the  hut  contained, 
they  saw  Nellie  Ray  on  one  knee  on  the  floor,  her  face  cov¬ 
ered  with  her  hands. 

Harry  dashed  toward  her. 

“Get  up  !  Quick — on  your  life  !”  he  cried.  <■ 

She  slowly  arose,  pale,  weak  and  trembling. 

Glancing  at  them,  she  gasped  in  alarm : 

“I  don’t  know  you.” 

“We  are  the  Bradys,  disguised.” 

‘Oh,  I  am  so  glad !” 

‘Come,  quick !  There’s  a  flood  coming  down  on  us.” 

Each  grasped  her  and  rushed  her  to  the  door. 

Just  then  Red  Buck  screamed  in  frantic  tones: 

“Come  on,  or  you’ll  be  too  late !” 

They  heard  the  dull  rumbling  of  the  tidal  wave,  and  as 
the  v  sped  out  the  moonlight  showed  them  the  mountain  of 
wat^r  leaping  toward  them  like  some  hideous  monster. 

“TV  horses !”  gasped  Harry. 

“Here  they  are.  You  take  the  girl !” 

J r,  an  instant  they  were  mounted  on  the  frightened  beasts’ 
bark-,  and  saw  the  terrified  Indian  riding  up  the  hillside 
like  a  madman, 

“Go !”  shouted  Harry  to,his  partner. 

TV  hor-<  -  needed  no  urging. 

e  g|0pe  they  tort,  each  §tep  bringing  them  higher. 

h  they  were  not  destined  to  (scape  so  easily,  >  or  the 
Wave  (■/,  me  roaring  tip  to  them  before  they  got  lngb  enough 
toe-'vjpr  it-  influence. 


The  horses  were  thrown  down. 

It  was  with  great  difficulty  that  the  Bradys  savecl  them¬ 
selves  from  being  dismounted  as  the  wall  of  water  engulfed 
them.  v 

The  next  instant  the  snorting  horses,  swept  along  by  the 
flood,  were  battling  furiously  for  their  lives. 

“Hang  on  to  me  !”  Young  King  Brady  shouted  to  the  girl. 

“I  trust  to  your  courage !”  she  murmured. 

When  they  rose  to  the  surface  of  the  boiling  current  and 
were  carried  along,  the  boy  guided  the  horse  shoreward. 

The  gallant  beast  was  swimming  well. 

Both  the  boy  and  girl  were  buried  in  the  water  to  their 
shoulders. 

Near  by  was  Old  King  Brady,  anxiously  watching  them. 

“Are  you  safe  ?”  lie  shouted  loudly  to  make  himself  heard 
above  the  tumultuous  roaring  of  the  water. 

“We  are  all  right,”  the  girl  answered. 

“Look  out  the  floating  tree  trunks  don’t  hit  you.” 

The  hut  had  been  swept  off  its  foundations,  and  if  the 
girl  had  been  left  inside  a  few  minutes  longer  she  must  have 
perished. 

Every  one  observed  this  fact. 

Here  the  current  did  not  flow  so  strongly,  and  they  quick¬ 
ly  got  entirely  out  of  the  flood  on  the  side  of  the  hill. 

Red  Buck  came  galloping  over  to  them. 

His  black  eyes  searchingly  sized  them  up,  and,  apparently 
satisfied  with  his  inspection,  he  gave  a  grunt'  and  said : 

“All  right.” 

“We  started  none  too  soon,”  replied  Harry. 

“Your  disguises  are'  spoiled  by  the  water.” 

“Never  mind.  We  don’t  need  them  any  more.” 

“Which  way  you  go  now  ?” 

“Guide  us  to  the  Hermit’s  Cave.” 

“What  for?” 

“To  see  if  Miss  Ray  can  identify  her  father’s  remains.” 

A  startled  look  crossed  the  girl’s  pallid  face,  for  up  to 
now  she  did  not  know  they  had  found  the  body  of  Philip 
Ray. 

Harry  observed  her  look,  and  asked : 

“Can  you  stand  it  ?”  > 

“Is  he  fit  to  look  at  after  so  long  a  time?”  she  queried. 

“Yes.  His  body,  strange  to  say,  is  petrified.  There  is 
nothing  disagreeable  about  it.  You  should  be  glad  it  is  so.” 

“Wonderful !”  she  exclaimed. 

“Let  us  dry  our  clothing,”  suggested  Old  King  Brady. 

They  found  a  suitable  place,  and  building  a  fire  in  a  shel¬ 
tered  spot  for  Nellie,  they  made  another  for  themselves 
among  some  rocks. 

In  two  hours  their  clothing  was  dry. 

They  then  proceeded  on  their  way. 

Having  reached  the  vicinage  of  the  cave,  the  supersti¬ 
tious  Indian  left  them,  as  he  was  still  afraid  to  venture  into 
the  place.  % 

The  hermit  was  awake  and  on  the  alert. 

He  was  informed  of  the  object  of  their  visit,  and  lit’a  pine 
torch. 

The  body  was  then  shown  fo  the  girl,  and  the  moment  she 
saw  it  hIk-  burst  into  tears  and  cried  in  excited  tones: 
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"Yes,  yes,  that  is  the  corpse  of  my  father,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Are  you  sure  ?”  Harry  demanded,  as  the  old  hermit  held 
i tie  flaming  torch  over  the  petrified  body  so  she  could  dis¬ 
cern  every  feature. 

“Yes,  indeed,”  she  replied.  “  1  ought  to  know  him  if  any 
one  does.” 

“Then  the  case  is  complete,”  said  the  boy.  “Your  identi¬ 
fying  this  body  proves  that  the  man  Darrell  shot  was  Philip 
Rav.  It  corroborates  Barnev  Green’s  confession.  We  now 

V  %J 

have  clear  evidence,  against  Darrell.  Our  future  mission 
must  be  to  place  him  under  arrest.” 

“Is  there  any  way  in  which  rnv  poor  father's  remains  can 
receive  a  Christian  burial?”  asked  Nellie,  anxiously. 

“We  shall  attend  to  that  later.” 

They  decided  to  remain  in  the  cave  over  night. 

Red  Buck  was  informed. 

He  volunteered  to  remain  on  guard  over  night,  and  as 
the  hermit  hud  plenty  of  bedding  of  dried  leaves,  the  rest 
made  themselves  comfortable. 

On  the  following  morning  the  hermit  gave  them  a  good 
breakfast,  and  they  carried  some  to  the  guide. 

Then  they  set  out  for  Butte  City. 

It  was  nightfall  ere  they  arrived,  and  Nellie  was  placed  in 
care  of  some  of  her  friends,  and  the  Bradys  finally  retired 
in  their  hotel. 

On  the  following  day  a  raid  on  the  copper  mine  was 
planned  and  the  detectives  called  on  the  authorities. 

As  the  community  was  anxious  to  get  rid  of  the  counter¬ 
feiters,  they  had  no  trouble  to  raise  a  posse  of  one  hundred 
armed  men. 

Led  by  the  Bradys  and  guided  by  Red  Buck,  the  troupe 
set  out  on  the  following  morning  for  the  Jolly  Joker  mine. 

By  nightfall  they  reached  the  neighborhood  of  the  coun¬ 
terfeiters’  lair,  and  a  plan  of  action  was  quickly  decided 
upon. 

They  then  started  for  the  mine. 

Riding  down  the  valley,  they  soon  arrived  in  sight  of  Dar¬ 
rell's  place,  and  held  their  rifles  in  readiness  for  action. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 
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CAI’Tt  KINO  Till-:  COUNTERFEITERS. 

Bang ! 

A  rifle  -hot  broke  the  silence. 

It  came  from  one  of  the  copper  mine  sentries. 

A  cry  of  pain  escaped  one  of  the  vigilantes  who  was 
wounded. 

The  -<  mry  rushed  into  the  enclosure  yelling  wildly  at  the 
top  of  his  voice : 

“Arm  yourselves  !  An  attack  !  The  Vigilantes !” 

Old  King  Brady  turned  to  his  followers. 

“We  are  discovered,”  he  cried.  “Charge  on  them,  and 
spare  no  man !” 

A  furious  rush  was  made  for  the  gates  of  the  enclosure, 
but  they  were  closed  and  fastened,  and  the  attacking  partv 
had  to  pause. 


“Batter  the  gates  down  !”  shouted  Harry. 

A  log  was  found,  a  dozen  men  used  it  us  a  battering-ram, 
and  after  several  powerful  blows  they  smashed  one  of  the 
gates  open. 

A  wild,  triumphant  yell  escaped  them. 

Through  the  opening  galloped  the  horses. 

Up  in  the  shanties  and  about  the  shops  the  tough  gang 
were  gathering  their  arms  and  preparing  for  a  desperate 
resistance. 

Tim  Golden  was  in  charge  of  the  gang. 

Darrel]  had  gone  away  that  day. 

As  the  rascals  knew  they  ,  could  expect  no  mercy,  they 
were  prepared  to  fight  to  the  last  to  save  themselves  from 
going  to  jail. 

When  the  Vigilantes  dashed  forward,  therefore,  they  were 
met  by  a  volley  of  shots,  which  wounded  several. 

“Give  it  to  them !”  shouted  Old  King  Brady. 

The  attacking  party  obeyed  with  a  vengeance,  and  they 
made  every  shot  count,  for  many  of  the  villains  were 
wounded. 

A  terrible  battle  then  ensued. 

Shots  were  given  and  taken  in  rapid  succession. 

A  chorus  of  curses  and  yells  arose  on  all  sides,  and  men 
and  beasts  were  rushing  in  all  directions  all  over  the  place. 

The  attacking  party  outnumbered  their  enemies  and  had 
the  advantage  of  being  mounted,  and  they  were  all  sober  and 
good  marksmen. 

Moreover,  they  had  courage,  while  the  villains  had  none. 

The  result  was  a  quick  and  decisive  victory. 

As  the  rascals  began  to  throw  down  their  arms  and  yell 
for  mercy,  Harry  dashed  up  to  Tim  Golden,  aimed  a  pistol 
at  him  and  shouted : 

“Surrender,  or  I'll  shoot  you  !” 

“Young  King  Brady!”  gasped  the  man. 

“Did  you  hear  me?” 

“Yes.  I'll  give  in,”  he  replied,  dropping  his  weapons. 

“Up  with  your  hands  !” 

"All  right.  But  say,  how  did  vou  find  this  place?” 

“We  were  here  disguised  as  two  miners.” 

“Ha  !  So  those  two  were  you  fellows,  eh?” 

“Yes,  and  we  saved  Nellie  Ray's  life  before  the  flood 
reached  her.” 

“You  did?” 

“Of  course  we  did.  We  overheard  your  plot,  and  fol¬ 
lowed  you  and  Darrell  to  the  dam  you  cut  open.  Red  Buck 
guided  us.” 

"(  urse  that  Indian  !  Now  I  can  understand  why  you  at¬ 
tacked  our  sentry,  lie  told  us  you  were  following  us.” 

Ilarrv  laughed  and  asked: 

“Where  is  Darrell  ?” 

“Gone  to*  Helena.” 

Sorry  to  hear  it.  We  ve  got  your  whole  gang  now.  and 
we'll  gobble  up  that  mint  and  put^vou  all  in  jail,  where  vou 
belong.  Your  plot  to  put  Nellie  Ray  out  of  the  way  was  a 
dismal  failure.” 

Just  then  a  couple  of  the  Vigilantes  came  along  and 
hound  Tim  so  he  could  not  escape. 

Old  King  Brady  had  been  leading  an  attacking  partv 
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against  the  mint,  in  which  some  of  the  gang  had  taken 

refuge. 

As  they  rushed  for  the  door  a  deadly  fusilade  poured  out 
at  them,  and  several  more  ol  the  detectives’  partv  were 

wounded. 

The  rest  pressed  on,  however,  and  rushed  in. 

Here  a  hand-to-hand  struggle  took  place,  and  the  fight 
rage^l  furiously  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  the  desperate 
men  were  subdued. 


When  the  last  man  went  down  Old  King  Brady  waved 
his  hat  and  cried  : 

‘*The  place  is  ours  1” 

“Hurrah  !  Hurrah  !”  yelled  the  Vigilantes  excitedly. 

“This  is  their  mint,  proceeded  the  old  detective.  “See 
the  silver  bars,  the  furnaces,  the  moulds,  crucibles,  dies  and 
milling  machines.  It’s  the  biggest  and  finest  plant  of  its 
kind  in  the  country.” 

“And  here,”  added  one  of  the  men,  pointing  at  a  stack  of 
wooden  boxes,  “are  thousands  of  the  Canadian  counterfeits 
already  made.” 

“We’ll  utilize  one  of  their  wagons  and  teams  to  carry  away 
the  stuff,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Some  of  you  get  a  rig 
ready  and  pack  this  stuff  in  it  for  transportation.” 

While  they  did  as  he  ordered,  the  detective  went  outside 
and  looked  over  the  battlefield. 

Every  one  of  Darrell’s  gang  were  captured  and  tied  up 
with  the  exception  of  a  couple  who  managed  to  escape. 

These  men  rode  away  to  inform  Darrell  of  the  raid  and  to 
put  him  on  his  guard  against  arrest. 

The  detectives  and  their  assistants  now  made  a  careful 
examination  of  the  whole  place  and  saw  what  a  finely 
equipped  mine  it  was. 

Next  they  passed  into  the  shafts. 

A  careless  glance  sufficed  to  show  them  that  there  was  a 
rich  lead  of  copper  there  which  would  yield  a  vast  fortune. 

The  silver  was  a  very  small  factor. 

When  they  finished  their  inspection,  and  the  two  Bradys 
were  alone,  the  boy  said,  with  a  serious  expression : 

“Since  Philip  Pay  dropped  out  of  this  place,  T  guess  there 
has  been  mighty  little  copper  mining  done  here.  Mark  Dar¬ 
rell  is  a  thoroughly  bad  man.  His  taste  runs  toward  crooked 
work.  He’d  rather  be  dishonest  than  gain  his  fortune  by 
legitimate  methods.  This  is  shown  by  the  way  he  has  been 
conducting  matters  here.  He  preferred  to* mine  what  little 
silver  there  was  here  and  convert  it  to  a  crooked  use.  When 
he  ended  the  game,  and  got  rid  of  Nellie,  I  presume  he  in¬ 
tended  to  sell  the  mine  for  a  large  sum  of  money  and  then 
doubtless  disappear  forever.’ 


“I’ve  questioned  several  of  the  gang  to  find  out  if  Oolden 
was  lying  when  he  told  you  that  Darrell  had  gone  to  He- 
J#<na,”  >-aid  Old  King  Brady,  “and  as  each  individual  said 
h"  had  gone  to  that  city,  it  seems  fair  to  assume  that  Tim 
wa-  telling  the  truth.” 

“Jn  that  cn«‘”  replied  the  boy,  “I  presume  you  intend  to 
go  to  that  city  to  look  for  him  after  we  have  put  the  prison- 
•  *■:.  in  jaiJ  at  Butte  City  and  taken  care  of  the  petrified  body 


of  Mr.  Bay.  It  would  be  a  very  easy  matter  fqr  us  to  get 
that  body  now,  with  the  assistance  of  all  these  men  and  the 
facility  of  the  cart  for  transporting  it,  whiclT  we  shall  use 
to  carry  away  the  counterfeiting  layout.” 

“My  dear  boy,  you  have  hit  upon  my  plans  exactly,”  said 
the  old  detective  with  a  smile.  “Somebody  must  be  left  here 
to  guard  this  mine  when  we  depart  from  it.  Two  men  will 
be  required.  They  must  protect  the  property  against 
thieves,  and  at  the  same  time  keep  a  lookout  for  Darrell, 
who  may  return  here,  thinking  the  place  has  been  deserted 
by  everybody  after  the  raid.” 

“We  can  get  two  of  the  Butte  City  officers  to  do  that  while 
we  are  off  hunting  down  Darrell,”  said  Harry.  “That  vil¬ 
lain  will  never  work  this  mine  again,  for  before  he  could 
even  attempt  to  do  so  we  ought  to  have  him  in  jail  for  mur¬ 
dering  his  partner.  In  court  we  can  prove  his  bill  of  sale 
from  Bay  to  be  a  forgery,  and  Nellie  will  eventually  come 
into  possession  of  her  rights  in  spite  of  the  ill-paced,  daring 
game  that  wretch  played  in  his  attempt  to  swindle  her.” 

They  made  their  plans  known  to  the  rest,  and  had  no 
difficulty  in  securing  two  good  men  to  remain  on  guard  at 
i  he  mine. 

On  the  following  day  Bed  Buck  guided  a  wagon  party  to 
Hie  Hermit’s  Cave,  and  the  petrified  body  was  secured  and 
carried  away. 

When  the  counterfeiters’  plant  was  loaded  on  the  wagon, 
the  prisoners  were  put  in  other  vehicles,  and  they  set  out  for 
Butte  City. 

Arrived  there,  the  villains  were  locked  up. 

Mr.  Bay’s  body  was  put  in  a  tomb,  and  the  authorities 
confiscated  the  tools  and  materials  for  making  the  light¬ 
weight  Canadian  coins. 

Leaving  Harry  in  Butte  City,  the  old  detective  went  to 
Helena,  and  was  gone  several  days. 

When  he  returned  he  said  to  Harry : 

“I’ve  had  that  city  scoured  by  the  police,  and  found  that 
Darrell  really  had  been  there.  It  seems  he  was  trying  to 
interest  some  big  capitalists  in  the  Jolly  Joker  so  he  could 
sell  out  to  them  at  a  high  figure.  They  are  going  to  ex¬ 
amine  the  property  before  coming  to  a  final  decision,  and 
we  may  find  Darrell  there  to  meet  them.  But  there  is  a 
curious  phase  to  the  matter.” 

“What  was  that  ?”  asked  the^  boy. 

“Before  Darrell  had  finished  arranging  to  meet  his  pros¬ 
pective  customers,  two  mgn  joined  him  and  told  him  some¬ 
thing  that  seemed  to  agitate  him  intensely.  He  excused 
himself,  left  the  gentlemen,  and  has  not  been  seen  since, 
much  to  their  astonishment.” 

“Why,”  laughed  Harry,  “those  two  men  must  have  been 
the  members  of  bis  gang  who  escaped  us  at  the  mine.  When 
they  fled,  they  in  all  probability  went  straight  to  Helena  to 
tell  him  about  the  raid.  He  expects  the  police  after  him 
now,  and  is  doubtless  biding  until  lie  finds  out  what  the  up¬ 
shot  of  the  affair  is  going  to  be.” 

“By  Jove!  you  must  be  right,”  exclaimed  the  old  detec¬ 
tive.  “It’s  queer  !  never  thought  ol'  that  before.” 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

AFTEK  MARK  JDARRELL. 

On  the  following  dav  the  Bradvs  called  on  a  lawyer  with 
Nellie,  and  after  telling  him  how  Mark  Darrell  tried  to 
swindle  the  girl,  they  produced  all  their  proofs  of  the  man’s 
villainy,  and  the  old  detective  said: 

“We  now  want  you  to  institute  legal  proceedings  to  pro¬ 
tect  Miss  Ray’s  interests  in  the  matter  of  this  copper  mine. 
As  her  father's  only  heiress,  she  owns  a  fifty  per  cent,  inter¬ 
est  in  the  Jollv  Joker.  We  don't  want  vou  to.  bother  with 

t*-’  ° 

the  criminal  charges  we  are  working  up  against  Darrell. 
We  simply  want  you  to  prove  the  validity  of  the  young  lady’s 
claim,  show  the  court  that  Philip  Ray  never  sold  his  interest 
to  his  partner,  and  make  the  villain  give  a  proper  account¬ 
ing.” 

“I  should  say  I  won’t  have  any  trouble  to  do  as  you  wish, 
Mr.  Bradv,’’  replied  the  lawyer  cheerfully.  “With  all  the 
evidence  of  this  man’s  perfidy  which  you  have  accumulated, 
it  will  be  an  easy  matter  to  prove  his  swindling  game  and 
recover  what  belongs  to  the  young  lady.” 

After  a  protracted  conversation  with  the  man,  during 
which  all  the  evidence  was  carefully  gone  over,  they  left  him. 

The  Bradys  escorted  Nellie  home. 

They  then  started  for  their  hotel. 

When  they  arrived  they  found  Red  Buck  awaiting  them. 

The  Indian  was  wild  with  impatience  and  delighted  when 
he  saw  them. 

“I’ve  got  good  news  for  you !”  he  burst  out  eagerly. 

“What  is  it,  Red  Buck?”  asked  Old  King  Brady  with  a 
smile. 

“To-day  I  saw  Mark  Darrell.” 

“You  did?  Where?” 

“On  horseback,  an  hour’s  travel  from  here.” 

“What  was  he  doing?” 

“Heading  for  the  direction  of  the  copper  mine.” 

“Alone?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  he  must  be  going  there  to  meet  the  capitalists  he 
wants  to  sell  out  to.” 

“Can’t  you  ascertain  by  telegraphing  to  Helena?”  asked 
Harry  eagerly. 

“Yes.  I’ve  got  their  address.  Wait  a  moment.” 

He  went  to  the  telegraph  office. 

In  an  hour  he  returned,  a  look  of  triumph  on  his  face. 

“Well  ?”  expectantly  asked  the  boy. 

“Mv  theory  was  correct,”  answered  the  old  detective. 

“You  communicated  with  the  syndicate?” 

“I  did,  and  they  confirmed  my  suspicion.” 

’’“He's  bound  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  two  men  on 
guard  there.” 

“Undoubtedly,  if  they  don't  fall  prey  to  him  first.” 

“And  if  they  do  we  won’t  know  it.” 

“Not  unless  we  trail  him  there.” 

“Will  you  lead  us.  Red  Buck?” 

“Sure.  Get  ready,”  answered  the  red  ! 


They  made  hasty  preparations,  got  their  horses,  and  -oon 
after  the  guide  led  them  out  on  the  plains. 

In  a  short  time  they  struck  Darrell’s  trail,  for  the  Indian 
had  it  located. 

“Here’s  the  place,”  said  Red  Buck,  pointing  at  the  hoof 
prints. 

“Can  you  follow  it?”  queried  Old  King  Brady. 

“Easily.” 

“Go  ahead,  then.” 

And  off  thev  went. 

'With  the  unerring  instinct  of  a  bloodhound  the  red  man 
led  the  detectives  over  the  trail,  and  after  some  hours  of  hard 
riding  thev  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Red  Burk  had  made 
no  error  about  Darrell’s  destination. 

When  night  closed  in  upon  them  they  lost  sight  of  the 
trail,  but  pushed  ahead  in  the  direction  of  the  mine,  sure 
that  Darrell  was  going  there. 

It  was  nearly  midnight  when  they  reached  the  enclosure 
and  passed  in,  expecting  to  see  the  two  officers  on  guard 
there. 

A  light  in  one  of  the  huts  attracted  their  attention. 

“They  must  be  living  in  that  shanty,”  said  Harry,  dis¬ 
mounting. 

“We’ll  soon  find  out,”  replied  the  old  detective,  following 
his  example.  . 

Red  Buck  said  nothing. 

He  remained  on  his  mustang  and  was  staring  around  the 
enclosure  cautiously,  for  he  thought  that  Darrell  must  have 
reached  the  place  and  must  be  lurking  somewhere  about  the 
mine. 

The  Bradys  stole  toward  the  hut  like  twin  shadows. 

Pushing  open  the  door,  they  entered. 

A  man  was  sitting  at  a  table  poring  over  some  papers. 

He  glanced  up  with  a  startled  expression  when  they  came 
in,  and  then  uttered  a  violent  oath  and  sprang  to  his  feet, 
crying : 

“By  heavens,  it’s  the  Bradys !” 

He  was  Mark  Darrell. 

Seeing  him  in  undisputed  possession  of  the  p!ace  led  the  • 
detectives  to  imagine  he  had  gained  the  mastery  of  the  two 
guards  they  left  there. 

For  an  instant  there  was  a  deep  silence. 

Then  Darrell  knocked  the  lamp  from  the  table. 

It  smashed  to  pieces  on  the  floor. 

Dense  gloom  settled  down. 

“If  you  budge  an  inch  we'll  shoot !"  roared  Old  King 
Brady. 

He  drew  a  match,  and  his  pistol :  then  they  listened  in¬ 
tently.  Not  a  sound  broke  the  silence. 

Old  King  Brady  lit  the  match,  and  as  the  tiny  flame 
flared  up  he  cried  : 

“He’s  gone !” 

‘'Look  in  the  next  room !”  cried  Hnrrv. 

They  rushed  through  the  apartment  they  were  in  and 
passed  through  the  door  just  in  time  to  see  Darrell  going  out 
a  window. 

“There  he  goes,  Harry !” 

“Out  the  door  with  vqu  !”  replied  the  hov. 
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A  ml  out  the\  rushed,  around  the  hut  they  darted,  and 
then  they  saw  their  man. 

Red  Buck  had  mvii  him,  too,  and  was  galloping  furiously 
toward  him.  but  Darrell  had  a  good  lead  and  plunged  into 
one  of  the  mine  shafts. 

The  Bradys  halted  at  the  entrance  and  the  veteran  ex¬ 
claimed  : 

“It's  a  fearful  risk  to  follow  him  into  that  hole,  Harry.” 

“Nevertheless  I'm  going  in,”  dauntlessly  answered  the 
young  detective. 

“Light  your  lantern.  There  may  be  pitfalls  ahead.” 

This  was  done,  although  they  knew  it  would  show  Darrell 
where  they  were,  and  thus  give  him  a  chance  to  shoot  at 

them. 

Into  the  tunnel  they  rushed,  their  pistols  ready  for  use. 

The  passage  was  large,  and  led  them  in  fifty  feet  under 
the  hill ;  than  it  turned  and  sloped  upward  at  a  sharp  angle. 

When  they  reached  the  top  of  the  shaft  they  emerged  into 
the  open  air  upon  a  rocky  ledge  from  which  a  ladder  led  to 
the  ground  below. 

Just  then  Red  Buck  saw  them  and  shouted: 

“He's  got  his  horse  and  gone.” 

“The  deuce  !  Couldn’t  you  stop  him?” 

“No.  I  just  came  from  the  other  tunnel  and  found  the 
two  men  in  there  tied  hand  and  foot.  I’ve  released  them. 
When  I  came  out  I  saw  Darrell  on  his  horse  dashing  toward 
the  broken  gate.” 

The  detectives  returned  to  the  place  where  Red  Buck  stood 
and  now  saw  the  two  guards  standing  and  talking  to  him. 

“I  see  Darrell  got  the  best  of  you,”  remarked  Harry,  ap¬ 
proaching  them. 

“He  came  in  and  caught  us  both  asleep,”  sheepishly  an¬ 
swered  one  of  the  men.  “By  the  time  we  woke  up  he  had  us 
bound  and  helpless.” 

“You  should  not  have  been  so  careless.” 

“Well,”  impatiently  exclaimed  the  Indian,  “you  go  after 
him/’ 

“By  all  means,”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 

There  was  no  time  to  be  lost,  and  they  hastily  mounted 
their  horsed,  and,  leaving  the  two  guards  behind,  they  dashed 

away. 

There  was  only  one  way  Darrell  could  go,  and  they  soon 
saw  him  on  his  horse  riding  up  the  valley  at  a  breakneck 
pace,  and  glancing  back  over  his  shoulder  every  few  moments 
to  see  if  he  were  pursued. 

“There  he  goes !”  cried  the  Indian,  pointing  at  his  flying 

figure. 

“See  if  we  can’t  overtake  him,”  replied  Old  King  Brady 

briskly. 

They  drove  their  horses  at  the  top  of  their  speed,  but  soon 
lost  view  of  the  man. 

Several  boor-  were  -pent  in  a  vain  search  for  him. 

At  la^t  they  had  to  give  it  up. 

When  they  met  Red  Buck  exclaimed: 

“W<-IJ  have  to  v  t  for  (h  light  to  find  his  trail.” 

\V p  w’!.”  -aid  Old  King  Bradv.  “We’d  better  camp 
h'-r"  \<  r  f!  '•  t.  so  vo  won’t  have  so  far  to  go  when  we  ro- 
t-  rr,  I'  .  '-o  tnil  the  villain  wc *11  hang  onto  his  tracks 


and  run  him  down  if  it  takes  a  month  of  incessant  following 
to  do  the  trick.” 

They  found  a  suitable  place  and  turned  in. 

As  they  had  some  food  with  them,  they  partook  of  a  light 
breakfast  on  the  following  day,  mounted  their  horses  and 
then  hunted  for  Darrell’s  trail. 

Red  Buck  found  it. 

The  Indian  started  off  afoot  and  led  his  horse  by  the 
bridle. 

He  could  read  the  signs  of  that  trail  with  remarkable  pre¬ 
cision,  and  once  he  got  following  it  he  never  lost  it  for  an 
instant. 

To  his  surprise  he  found  that  Darrell  had  not  gone  up  to 
the  table  land,  as  they  expected  lie  would  do,  but  had  turned 
abruptly  to  the  left  and  made  his-  way  up  \n  the  mountains. 

As  the  villain  was  familiar  with  that  wild  region  and 
knew  his  chances  were  best  to  escape  his  pursuers  by  taking 
the  upland  course,  he  had  thus  vanished  from  their  sight. 

The  trail  led  the  Bradys  into  a  wild,  picturesque  region, 
hard  to  traverse  and  difficult  to  be  followed. 

But  Red  Buck  was  equal  to  the  task,  for  he  held  on  to  the 
fugitive’s  trail  with  the  dogged  persistence  of  a  bloodhound. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

A  ROCKY  MOUNTAIN  GRIZZLY. 

“Look  out,  Harry,  or  you’ll  get  killed  !” 

“It’s  Darrell  up  on  that  plateau,  hurling  rocks  down  at 
us.”  .  . 

Crash — bang !  came  the  falling  missiles,  and  the  Bradys 
had  to  spur  their  horses  away  to  avoid  the  rocks  that  came 
shooting  down  through  the  air. 

When  they  got  away  from  the  base  of  the  small  preci¬ 
pice,  they  saw  the  villain  above  them,  and  he  shook  his  fist 
at  the  detectives  and  yelled : 

“I’ll  fix  you  yet,  you  dogs !” 

“You’d  better  surrender,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

“Never!  I’ll  die  first.” 

“Then  you’ll  have  to  take  the  consequence.” 

As  quick  as  a  flash  the  detective  raised  his  rifle  and 
fired  at  him.  But  the  rascal  saw  the  movement  and  leaped 
behind  a  rock. 

The  sharp  crack  of  the  rifle  rang  out,  and  a  mocking 
laugh  of  derision  came  back  from  the  villain  as  the  ball 
flewr  harmlessly  by. 

“Missed  !”  growled  the  old  detective,  savagely. 

“He’s  as  quick  as  a  cat,”  replied  Harry. 

The  old  detective  now  glanced  around,  and  asked : 

“What  has  become  of  Red  Buck?” 

“He  was  riding  in  among  those  trees  the  last  time  I 
saw  him.” 

Just  then  Darrell  began  1o  shoot  down  af  them. 

He  had  done  this  before,  causing  the  detectives  to  dash 
over  close  to  the  face  of  the  cliffs  to  es(,*ip(>  hi*  bullets, 
whereupon  the  villain  had  driven  them  from  their  shelter 
by  heaving  down  the  rocks. 
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As  tht'  humming  bullets  came  whizzing  around  the  de¬ 
tectives,  the  boy  started  his  horse  off  at  a  gallop,  and  cried: 

“We’ll  go  under  if  we  remain  here  any  longer!” 

“See  if  we  can’t  get  up  there  at  him,”  the  old  detective 
suggested. 

“1  don’t  see  any  way  yet.” 

“By  thunder,  he  is  either  a  poor  marksman,  or  else  we 
are  very  lucky  to  escape  being  hit  by  any  of  those  bullets!” 

They  had  to  run  the  gauntlet,  but  soon  passed  out  of 
danger  when  they  gained  the  shelter  of  the  trees  where 
Red  Buck  had  disappeared. 

Here  they  reined  in  for  a  moment. 

“Hey,  Red  Buck — Red  Buck!”  shouted  Harry. 

They  listened  intently  a  few  moments,  then  heard  a  reply. 
It  was  in  the  guide’s  voice,  but  the  words  he  uttered  were : 

“Help!  Help!” 

The  detectives  were  startled. 

“He  must  be  in  trouble,”  said  Harry. 

“Surely  not  with  Darrell?” 

“No.  He’s  too  far  away.” 

“Ride  on  till  we  see  what’s  the  trouble.” 

“There’s  his  trail  in  the  soft  soil.  We  can  follow  it.” 

They  hurried  ahead,  but  the  road  now  became  so  steep 
that  the  horses  could  hardly  bear  their  burdens,  and  the 
detectives  dismounted  and  led  them. 

In  a  few  moments  they  heard  the  Indian’s  voice  again. 

It  was  apparently  much  nearer,  and  he  was  shouting, 
frantically : 

“Hurry,  or  I’m  a  dead  man!” 

What  can  the  matter  be?”  gasped  Harry. 

“  Hark  !  What’s  that  growling  ?” 

“Sounds  like  a  wild  beast.” 

They  rushed  into  a  clearing  and  beheld  a  thrilling  scene. 

The  guide  lay  on  his  back  upon  the  ground,  and  an 
enormous  grizzly  bear  stood  over  him,  with  one  huge  paw 
upon  his  breast! 

It  gave  the  Bradys  a  shock  of  surprise. 

The  brute  saw  them. 

It  had  its  attention  distracted  from  its  victim,  and  had 
raised  its  shaggy  head  and  had  fastened  the  baleful  glare 
of  its  wicked  little  eyes  on  them. 

“Good  Lord!”  gasped  Harry. 

“Fire  at  the  brute!”  Old  King  Brady  exclaimed. 

Their  rifles  were  loaded,  and  they  raised  them;  but  just 
then  the  old  detective's  horse  became  terrified  at  the  bear, 
and  began  to  rear  and  plunge  in  a  frantic  effort  to  get 
away  to  a  place  of  safety. 

It  prevented  the  detective  from  firing. 

Harry  let  his  shot  go. 

It  cut  a  painful  wound  in  the  beast’s  head. 

A  strange  cry  of  pain  escaped  the  animal,  and  it  started 
toward  them. 

“Mind  my  horse !”  cried  the  boy,  letting  go  the  bridle. 

He  had  to  keep  his  glance  fixed  upon  the  oncoming  brute. 

While  Old  King  Brady  was  struggling  with  the  horses, 
the  Ind  ;n  bounded  to  his  feet  and- made  a  rush  for  hi- 
mustang. 

Harry  had  several  more  shots  in  his  magazine  rifle. 


Observing  that  the  brute  was  coming  to  give  him  a  figh:, 
the  boy  took  careful  aim  at  its  head  and  fired  again. 

The  monster’s  thick  skull  deflected  the  ball. 

As  the  second  wound  was  cut,  the  beast  flew  into  a  terrible 

rage. 

It  seemed  to  know  that  it  owed  its  misery  to  the  boy,  for 
it  headed  straight  at  him,  whining  and  growling  as  it  came. 

“Look  out,  Harry  !”  roared  Old  King  Brady,  who  saw  his 
danger. 

He  took  steady  aim  for  the  third  time,  and  the  big 
beast  was  very  close  to  him ;  but  as  he  fired,  he  took  a  step 
back  and  stumbled  over  a  root. 

The  ball  sped  harmlessly  through  the  air. 

Just  as  the  big  brute  rose  on  its  hind  legs  before  him, 
he  swung  the  gun  around  by  the  barrel  and  gave  the  animal 
a  terrific  blow  on  the  neck. 

It  knocked  the  beast  down. 

While  it  was  struggling  to  get  up,  the  young  detective’s 
keen  hunting-knife  was  plunged  into  the  animal’s  shoulder. 

It  gave  a  fearful  roar  of  pain. 

The  next  moment  the  boy  was  caught  in  its  embrace. 

Pulled  close  to  its  shaggy  hide  by  the  enormous  claws, 
Harry’s  arms  were  pinioned  to  his  side  so  he  could  not  wield 
the  knife  in  self-defense. 

He  glanced  up  and  saw  the  bear’s  huge  mouth  open. 

A  formidable  double  row  of  gleaming  teeth  were  disclosed, 
and  he  could  feel  its  hot  breath  fanning  his  cheek. 

“Help  me!”  he  shouted  to  his  friends. 

“Don't  struggle  or  he  bite  you!”  yelled  Red  Buck. 

The  Indian  had  a  lasso  coiled  on  his  saddle-pommel. 

He  swung  the  lariat  and  let  it  fly. 

As  the  line  whizzed  through  the  air  it  unwound,  and  the 
noose  dropped  with  unerring  precision  over  the  bear's  head. 

“Get  along!”  yelled  the  Indian,  at  his  mustang. 

The  horse  sprang  away. 

As  the  end  of  the  lasso  was  tied  to  the  saddle,  the  line  was 
quickly  pulled  taut,  and  the  noose  tightened  around  the 
bear’s  throat. 

The  monster  began  to  choke. 

It  was  the  guide’s  design  to  pull  the  bear  over  so  it  would 
have  to  release  Harry  in  order  to  stand  upon  its  four  paws. 

“Fire  at  him  !”  the  redskin  yelled  at  Old  King  Brady. 

The  latter  had  released  the  horses. 

Getting  behind  the  beast,  he  let  a  shot  fly  into  its  broad 
back. 

At  the  same  moment  the  bear  fell. 

To  save  itself,  it  released  Harry. 

The  boy  fell  senseless  from  the  frightful  squeezing  he 
had  received. 

“It  has  killed  him  !”  roared  Old  King  Brady,  in  dismay. 

He  was  furious  and  fired  at  the  bear  once  more. 

The  bullets  he  drove  into  its  tough  hide  did  not  reach  a 
vital  spot  and  therefore  seemed  to  make  but  little  impres¬ 
sion. 

Growling  and  snarling,  the  beast  got  upon  its  paw*  and 
made  an  attempt  to  get  back  at  Harry.  But  Red  Buck  saw 
what  its  intention  was  in  time,  and  rode  away. 

When  the  lasso  tightened  and  began  to  choke  the  bear 
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again,  tlu  more  it  tried  to  roach  the  boy;  it  finally  changed 

its  tactics. 

Leaving  Harry,  it  went  ambling  toward  the  Indian. 

“Pick  up  Harry!  shouted  Red  Buck,  as  he  started  his 

mustang  off. 

Ho  rode  around  in  a  circle,  with  the  bear  racing  after  him. 
While  he  kept  the  brute's  attention  so  engaged,  Old  King 
Brady  picked  up  the  boy  from  the  ground  and  saw  he  was 

alive. 

He  rushed  away  with  his  burden,  to  a  safe  place,  and  tried 
to  revive  Young  King  Brady. 

^  hen  he  succeeded  in  doing  this,  he  did  not  wait  to 
answer  any  questions,  but  picked  up  his  rifle  and  darted  back 

to  the  clearing. 

Here  he  saw  that  the  bear  had  slackened  the  line  in  chas¬ 
ing  the  Indian,  and  the  lasso  had  become  tangled  about  its 
legs. 

All  at  once  the  animal  tripped,  and  with  its  legs  hope¬ 
lessly  caught  in  the  lasso,  it  found  itself  unable  to  get  up. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE  BUYING  SYNDICATE. 

“Shoot  the  beast !”  shouted  Red  Buck  to  Old  King  Brady, 
in  excited  tones. 

He  still  clung  to  the  end  of  the  lasso,  and  the  detective 
ran  over  to  Hie  prostrate  bear,  and  aiming  his  rifle  at  it,  he 

pulled  the  trigger. 

But  there  came  no  report,  as  he  had  used  up  all  his  cart¬ 
ridges. 

The  animal  was  struggling  furiously  to  get  its  legs  free 
of  the  line  tangled  about  them,  and  Old  King  Brady  dropped 
his  rifle  and  picking  up  Harry’s  knife,  he  made  an  attempt 
to  run  it  into  the  bear’s  heart. 

Just  then  the  savage  creature  swung  around  and  snapped 
at  him. 

He  could  not  get  away,  and  Red  Buck  sent  his  mustang 
galloping  over  to  the  animal,  and  levelling  his  pistol,  began 
to  fire  at  it. 

Ju9t  then  several  shots  came  from  the  plateau  behind 

them. 

Darrell  had  crept  to  the  edge  of  the  rocks,  and  witnessing 
the  affray,  he  saw  a  good  chance  to  kill  them. 

As  the  bullets  came  flying  about  them,  Old  King  Brady 
saw  the  man. 

“Look  out!  Darrell  is  shooting  at  us!”  he  cried,  warn- 
ingly. 

Just  then  Harry  appeared. 

The  boy  had  fully  recovered  from  the  encounter. 

H"  ^aw  the  villain,  up  on  the  rocks,  and  drew  his  pistol. 

Aiming,  he  discharged  one  shot. 

It  h  r  Darrell  and  made  him  yell  and  swear. 

The  next  moment  the  bear  was  killed  by  the  Indian,  and 
OH  King  Brady  staggered  back,  with  his  sleeve  released. 

“Where  are  your  horse-?”  asked  Red  Buck. 

“Kan  awav,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 

"Better  find  them.” 


“Very  well.  Come  and  help  me,  Harry.” 

They  hastened  down  the  slope,  and  discovering  the  beasts 
grazing  a  short  distance  off,  they  captured  them  and  re¬ 
turned  to  Red  Buck. 

He  was  standing,  beside  the  carcass  of  the  bear. 

Having  disentangled  his  lasso  from  its  legs,  he  had  coiled 
it  np  and  hung  it  on  his  saddle-pommel  again. 

“It's  a  pity  we  can’t  secure  this  bear’s  skin,"  said  the 
Indian  regretfully. 

“Got  no  time  for  that  now,”  replied  Old  King  Brady. 
“See  if  you  can  find  a  way  to  get  up  on  that  plateau,  so 
we  can  get  Darrell." 

They  went  further  up  the  slope. 

After  a  long  search,  they  found  a  way  to  reach  the  spot 
they  were  aiming  for.  But  when  they  reached  it  they  found 
Darrell  gone. 

“It’s  disappointing!"  exclaimed  Harry,  in  tones  of  cha¬ 
grin. 

“All  we  can  do  is  to  keep  on  trailing  him,”  replied  Red 
Buck,  quietly. 

The  hunt  was  resumed. 

It  led  them  down  the  mountain. 

Finally  they  reached  a  broad  stream  of  water. 

Here  the  trail  ended  and  Red  Buck  lost  courage. 

“He  is  very  cunning,"  the  Indian  exclaimed,  in  tones 
of  exasperation,  “for  he  has  hidden  his  tracks  in  the  bed 
of  this  stream.  Now  we  do  not  know  whether  to  go  np 
the  stream  or  down ;  nor  do  we  know  if  he  crossed  over,  or 
kept  to  this  embankment.  You  can  be  sure,  though,  that 
we  won’t  find  his  trail  in  a  hurry." 

“He's  about  the  slickest  article  I  ever  tackled!"  ex¬ 
claimed  Old  King  Brady. 

“We’d  better  make  one  desperate  effort  to  find  his  tracks," 
said  the  boy,  who  hated  to  acknowledge  defeat;  “and  if  we 
can’t  find  them,  we  can  go  back  to  the  mine  and  try  to 
meet  the  syndicate  he  was  going  to  sell  out  to.  The  rascal 
will  undoubtedly  make  a  desperate  effort  to  dispose  of  his 
interest  in  the  Jolly  Joker,  and  clear  out  of  this  place  as 
soon  as  possible,  as  the  neighborhood  is  getting  too  hot 
to  hold  him." 

This  plan  was  followed. 

But  they  failed  to  find  the  missing  trail. 

On  the  following  day  their  food  gave  out  and  they  re¬ 
turned  to  the  mine. 

As  they  expected,  they  found  several  men  there,  with  an 
expert,  who  had  been  examining  the  mine  with  a  view  to 
buying  it. 

Neither  of  the  guards  told  them  anything  about  Darrell. 

“We  left  that  for  you  to  do,  Mr.  Brady,"  said  one  of 
them. 

The  old  detective  smiled,  and  approached  the  buyers, 
saying : 

“Well,  gentlemen,  Mr.  Darrell  did  not  meet  you  here  as 
he  promised." 

“No,"  replied  the  leader  of  the  party,  “hut  wo  were  not 
certain  he  would  be  on  hand,  as  he  said  he  was  not  sure  lie 
could.” 

“You  will  meet  him  Inter  in  Helena,  then,  l  presume)?” 
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“That  was  the  arrangement,  in  case  he  did  not  meet  us 
here.’’ 

“When  are  you  to  see  him?” 

“  He  did  not  stipulate.  But  he  led  ns  to  believe  it  would 
be  some  day  this  week,  at  our  office,  where  we  met  before." 

“Well,  what  do  you  think  of  the  mine?” 

“It's  as  good  as  he  represented.” 

“And  the  price?” 

“Two  millions.” 

“Yes?”  * 

“We  are  willing  to  buy  it  at  that  figure.” 

“Entirely  from  him?” 

“Certainly.  He  is  the  sole  owner,  I  believe.” 

“Did  he  tell  you  so?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  he  lied,  outrageously.” 

“Can  it  be  possible?” 

“He  only  owns  half  of  it.” 

And  the  other  half?” 

“Is  owned  by  Miss  Nellie  Ray.” 

“But  he  bought  out  her  father.” 

“No,  he  didn’t.  He  murdered  Philip  Ray.” 

“Murdered  him?”  echoed  the  startled  man. 

“Yes,  murdered  him.  We’ve  got  proof  of  his  guilt.” 

“What  did  he  do  that  for?” 

“In  order  to  gain  sole  possession  of  the  mine.” 

“But  such  a  thing  could  not  be  done  offhand.” 

“  Of  course  not.  He  filed  forged  bills  of  sale  in  order  to 
make  his  title  clear.  But  Miss  Ray  has  now  got  the  authori¬ 
ties  exposing  his  villainy  and  in  a  few  days  she  will  be  able 
to  establish  her  claim.” 

“I  see.” 

“Why,  that  scoundrel  even  tried  to  kill  her,  so  she  could 
not  interfere  with  his  plan  to  retain  sole  control  of  this 
mine.” 

“He  must  be  a  very  bad  man.” 

“So  he  is.” 

“Well,”  said  the  gentleman,  “as  a  matter  of  business, 
we  don't  care  anything  about  the  private  affairs  of  the  own¬ 
ers  of  this  mine.  All  we  know  is  this:  If  the  owner  or 
owners  can  give  us  a  clean  title  to  the  property,  and  wish 
to  sell  it,  we  stand  ready  to  buy  it.” 

“That's  business.” 

“And  that's  where  our  interest  in  the  matter  ends.” 

“Yen'  well.  As  we  represent  Miss  Ray,  it  will  afford  us 
great  pleasure  in  trying  to  induce  her  to  sell  her  interest  to 
you  when  she  has  legal  proof  of  her  claim.  We  merely  wish 
to  put  you  on  your  guard  against  Darrell.  He  would  try  to 
swindle  you  into  the  belief  that  he  owns  the  whole  outfit. 
It  you  pay  the  whole  price  to  him  you  would  simply  lose  a 
million  dollars,  and  find  yourselves  only  half  owners  of  the 
property  instead  of  sole  proprietors.” 

“We  are  obliged  for  the  warning.” 

“One  thing  more.” 

“And  that  is?” 

“This*.  Tf  you  meet  Darrell  in  Helena,  do  not  let  him 
“now  that  we  have  posted  you  about  this  matter.” 

“Certainly  not.  He  has  all  the  papers  ready  to  consum¬ 


mate  the  sale.  And,  strange  to  say,  he  insisted  on  selling 
us  this  mine  in  two  separate  shares — one,  his  original  half 
interest,  which  we  can  buy  singly,  and  the  other  his  dead 
partner's  half  interest,  which  wc  can  purchase  separately.” 

“Ah!  He  wants  to  sell  you  the  mine  outright,  or  only 
his  original  half  interest  in  it,  eh?”  laughed  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Yes.  That  was  his  proposition.” 

“  Bound  to  make  sure  of  selling  his  own  legitimate  interest 
first  and  run  chances  on  disposing  of  the  stolen  share,  I 

see.” 

After  some  further  conversation,  the  buyers  departed  for 
Helena. 

When  they  were  gone,  Old  King  Brady  said  to  Harr}': 

“It’s  useless  for  us  to  remain  here  any  longer.  Our  best 
course  is  to  follow  these  men  to  Helena,  and  keep  them 
shadowed  all  the  time.  Darrell  has  no  particular  object  in 
coming  back  here  now.  All  he  wants  is  to  close  his  deal  with 
them.  This  he  must  do  in  person.  Therefore  we  are  bound 
to  find  Rim  sooner  or  later  in  the  company  of  that  syndicate 
closing  his  deal.” 

The  boy  agreed  with  this  view  of  the  case,  and  they  soon 
afterward  left  the  mine  with  Red  Buck,  and  rode  away. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

A  DESPERATE  LEAP  FOR  LIBERTY. 

The  Bradys  and  Red  Buck  trailed  the  syndicate  of  Helena 
mine  buyers  back  to  Butte  City,  and  saw  them  board  the 
cars  there. 

They  then  called  on  Nellie  Ray’s  lawyer  and  told  him  how 
Darrell  was  closing  a  deal  to  sell  his  half  and  the  girl's  half 
interests  in  the  Jolly  Joker. 

“He  may  be  able  to  sell  out  his  own  interest,”  said  the 
lawyer,  “but  I’ve  got  the  matter  so  fixed  by  law  now  that 
he  can’t  dispose  of  his  dead  partner’s  interest  until  the 
matter  has  been  thoroughly  examined  by  the  courts.” 

“Then  he’s  baffled  alreadv  in  his  scheme  to  rob  vour 
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client?”  said  Harry. 

“Yes,  indeed.  Moreover,  I've  proven  the  bills  of  sale  to 
be  rank  forgeries,  by  comparing  the  signatures  with  some 
of  Mr.  Ray’s  handwriting  which  Miss  Ray  furnished  me. 

“If  you  gentlemen  can  arrest  the  villain  for  the  murder 
of  his  partner  we  will  soon  make  him  confess  his  swindling 
operations.” 

“We  are  going  to  Helena  to-morrow  to  keep  the  syndicate 
shadowed,”  answered  Old  King  Brady.  “As  Darrell  is 
bound  to  meet  them,  he  will  thus  fall  into  our  hands." 

They. soon  left  the  lawyer  and  called  on  Nellie. 

Putting  her  into  possession  of  the  facts,  thev  gave  her 
some  good  advice,  and  finally  went  to  their  hotel. 

On  the  following  morning,  when  Red  Buck  met  them. 
Harry  said: 

“While  we  nro  away,  you  remain  here  in  Butte.  Wc  want 
you  to  keep  a  sharp  lookout  for  Darrell.  If  von  *oe  am 
thing  of  him  telegraph  us  at  once  to  an  adritv««  wv  >01! 
give  you,  and  wc  will  come  back  by  the  first  train." 
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Knowing  they  could  trust  him,  the  Bradys  finally  left 

Butte  City. 

When  they  were  nearing  Helena,  the  old  detective  said : 

Co  you  know,  Harry,  1  haven  t  notified  our  chief  of  our 
success  thus  far  in  breaking  up  that  counterfeiters’  gang.” 

“You  seem  to  forget  that  the  newspapers  would  have  such 
an  important  item  as  that  arrest,  ;ha  day  after  we  landed 
our  men  in  jail.” 

“Sure  enough.  I  forget  that  such  news  is  telegraphed 
to  New  Aork.  Well,  if  he  knows  it,  he  must  imagine  some¬ 
thing  is  doing  out  here.  But  I  was  anxious  to  complete 
our  task  by  arresting  Darrell  before  turning  in  a  clear  re¬ 
port.  And  I  hope  we’ll  gain  our  point.” 

“The  villain  certainly  won't  remain  up  in  that  moun¬ 
tain  very  long  with  no  food  or  comfort  save  that  which  his 
own  exertions  bring  him,  when  he  has  the  money  in  civiliza¬ 
tion  to  purchase  every  luxury.” 

“Let's  go  up  forward  in  the  smoker.” 

Just  as  they  stepped  inside,  a  man  arose  and  turned  into 
the  aisle  ahead. 

“Darrell !” 

“Brady!” 

Like  a  flash  the  villain  whipped  out  his  revolver,  covered 
the  old  detective,  who  was  in  advance  of  Harry,  and  roared, 
threateningly : 

“Hands  up !” 

“Up  they  go,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  obeying. 

“Move  an  inch  and  I’ll  kill  vou  !”  hissed  the  villain. 

“I  wouldn’t  risk  it,”  laughed  the  old  detective. 

He  was  cool,  calm  and  collected  to  a  wonderful  degree, 
but  the  passengers  in  the  coach  were  thrown  into  a  wild 
panic  of  alarm  when  they  saw  that  revolver,  and  dodged 
down  behind  the  seats. 

For  a  moment  there  was  a  deep  silence. 

Then  Darrell  caught  a  glimpse  of  Harry,  and  cried : 

“And  you,  too!” 

“Too  busy,”  said  Harry. 

And,  bang !  went  a  pistol  he  had  drawn. 

The  boy  aimed  at  Darrell’s  pistol  hand  and  hit  it.  The 
pistol  fell. 

With  a  bowl  of  agony,  as  the  ball  cut  into  his  flesh,  Dar¬ 
rell  suddenlv  wheeled  around  and  rushed  out  the  door. 
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“After  him  !”  cried  Harry. 

“You’re  a  good  shot,”  chuckled  Old  King  Brady. 

And  thev  ran  after  Darrell,  who  now  got  down  upon  one 
of  the  steps  of  the  car  and  glared  in  through  the  forward 
window  at  them. 

Seeing  his  action,  Young  King  Brady  cried: 

“  I  believe  he’s  going  to  jump  from  the  train  !” 

“  He’ll  break  his  neck  if  he  does,  going  at  this  speed.” 

“The  man  is  desperate!” 

Out  on  the  platform  dashed  the  detectives. 

But  Darrell  gave  a  leap  from  the  train,  and  avoided  them, 

“The  fool  has  deliberately  committed  suicide,  Harry!” 

Young  King  Brady  did  not  reply  for  a  moment. 

He  had  gone  down  on  the  ear  step  the  moment  the  desper¬ 
ate  rnan  leaped  from  the  car,  and  was  watching  Darrell. 

IL-  body  shot  through  the  air  just  as  the  train  rushed  over 


a  tiny  bridge  spanning  a  stream,  and  the  rascal  plunged  into 
the  water. 

Harry  saw  him  crawl  out  of  the  water,  mount  the  em¬ 
bankment  and  shake  his  fist  at  the  receding  train. 

“Crushed  to  death  ?”  anxiously  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Landed  plumb  in  a  stream.” 

“What  a  miraculous  escape.” 

“Now  what  are  we  going  to  do  about  him?” 

“Carry  out  our  programme,  of  course.” 

“Nonsense!  He  knows  we  are  going  to  Helena  and  will 
avoid  the  town.” 

“I  don’t  believe  it.  He’s  got  too  much  nerve  to  do  that.” 

“Well,  his  discovery  of  us  going  there  makes  it  bad  for 
us.” 

“Of  course.  But  it  couldn’t  be  helped.” 

“A"ou  seem  sure  of  meeting  him  again.” 

“So  I  am.  He  will  prpbably  either  disguise  himself,  or 
else  move  with  extreme  caution.  We  have  got  to  be  a  little 
sharper  than  usual  to  win,  that’s  all. 

“  You  mustn’t  lose  track  of  the,  fact  that  he  must  know 
Nellie  Ray  is  still  alive,  and  likely  to  thwart  his  design  to 
sell  her  share  in  the  mine,  unless  he  moves  quickly  in  the 
matter.” 

“That  will,  of  course,  spur  him  on;  if  he  knows  how  she 
was  saved.  But  there  isn’t  such  a  surety  that  he  does  know 
it.” 

“Well,  we  let  Golden  know  it,  didn’t  we,  when  we  captured 
him  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’ve  found  out  Golden  had  a  caller  in  the  jail.” 

“Who?” 

“  Judging  by  the  description,  it  must  have  been  one  of  the 
two  rtien  who  escaped  our  raid  on  the  mint.  As  he  talked 
with  Golden,  he  must  have  learned  what  we  told  Tom. 
He  then  probably  posted  Darrell.” 

“In  that  way  he  could  have  found  out  easily.” 

The  train  finally  pulled  into  Helena,  and  the  detectives 
aljghted. 

Going  to  an  hotel,  they  disguised  themselves. 

A  call  was  made  on  the  chief  of  the  police,  and  the  de¬ 
tectives  gave  him  an  history  of  their  case,  described  Darrell 
minutely  and  asked  him  to  post  his  men  to  arrest  the  villain 
on  sight. 

“With  such  a  net  woven  around  him,”  said  the  old  de¬ 
tective,  as  they  walked  down  the  street,  “I  don’t  very  well 
see  how  he  can  escape  arrest,  Harry.” 

“He  has  set  us  at  defiance  for  a  long  time,  and  we  are 
supposed  to  be  as  sharp  as  anybody,  so  what  would  he  do 
with  these  policemen?” 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

CONCLUSION. 

There  followed  several  days  of  pretty  keen  detective  work 
on  the  part  of  Hie  Bradys,  while  they  were  shadowing  (he 
mine-buyers’  office. 

Young  King  Brady  noticed  a  peculiar  fact. 
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For  several  days  in  succession  he  observed  that  the  very 
same  men  they  had  found  examining  the  copper  mine  left 
their  otllee  at  three  o’clock  in  the  afternoon  and  proceeded 
to  a  house  next  door  to  a  corner  saloon.  Here  they  remained 
an  hour  or  more. 

Then  they  invariably  returned  to  their  office. 

On  their  last  call  there,  they  brought  a  notary  public  with 
them  and  when  they  departed,  Harry  observed  that  they  car¬ 
ried  a  good-sized  satchel. 

Upon  making  inquiries,  the  boy  found  out  that  the  saloon 
keeper  occupied  the  house  with  his  family. 

He  wondered  why  these  rich  men  should  be  in  the  habit 
of  calling  on  the  family  of  such  a  person  and  it  aroused  his 
suspicions. 

Meeting  his  partner,  he  told  him  all  about  it. 

After  a  few  moments’  thought,  Old  King  Brady  asked : 

“Why  not  call  on  the  syndicate  and  ask  them,  plump  and 
plain,  what  their  peculiar  actions  mean?  They  can  only 
refuse  to  tell  us.” 

“Then  come  with  me,  and  we’ll  try  them.” 

They  abandoned  their  disguises  and  went  to  the  office. 

Being  recognized  and  treated  politely,  Harry  asked  the 
president :  ( 

“Do  you  mi,nd  explaining  to  us  the  object  of  your  calling 
for  several  days  past  on  the  family  of  a  certain  saloon 
keeper - ” 

“  Ha  !”  interrupted  the  gentleman,  with  a  smile.  “  You’ve 
been  watching  us !” 

“So  we  have,”  admitted  the  boy. 

“Well,  I  don’t  object  to  telling  you.  We’ve  been  calling 
there  to  see  Mr.  Darrell,  who  is  boarding  there  under  an  as¬ 
sumed  name.  To-day  we  paid  him  for  his  share  of  the  Jolly 
Joker,  and  told  him  we  would  consider  purchasing  the  Share 
he  claims  to  have  acquired  from  his  deceased  partner,  as  we 
feared  your  story  about  the  crooked  transaction  might  be 
true.  We  did  not  let  on  that  we  knew  you,  or  anything 
about  his  alleged  villainy,  for  we  can  just  as  well  purchase 
from  Miss  Ray,  if  the  property  falls  into  her  hands.”  , 

“And  he  is  there  yet?” 

“  Yes.  He’s  going  to  leave  here  to-morrow.” 

“Then  we’ll  go  right  over  and  arrest  him.” 

The  Bradys  hastened  back  to  the  little  house. 

When  they  rang  the  door-bell,  a  woman  answered  the  sum¬ 
mons. 

“You  have  a  boarder  here?”  said  Harry. 

“Oh,  yes.  Come  in.  He’s  in  the  back  parlor.” 

“Thank  you.  We  are  friends  of  his.” 

“Go  right  in,  gentlemen.” 

And  they  did. 

The  door  was  unlocked  and  they  pushed  it  open  and  en¬ 
tered. 

Darrell  sat  at  a  table,  indorsing  the  check  he  got  from  the 
mine-buyers. 

He  glared  around  in  surprise  when  he  heard  them  coining 
in.  and  giving  a  veil  of  alarm  when  he  recognized  them 
he  drew  a  pistol. 

“Surrender!”  cried  Old  King  Brady,  sternlv. 

“Never!”  lie  replied,  defiantly. 


Out  came  his  weapon  and  he  raised  it. 

Before  he  could  fire,  Old  King  Brady  gave  him  a  shot  and 
he  fell  like  a  log,  groaning: 

“I’m  done  for  now.” 

“You  brought  it  all  on  yourself,”  replied  the  detective. 

“I  know.  Will  vou  let  me  off?” 
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“Certainly  not.” 

“See.  I’ll  give  you  this  indorsed  check  for  a  million,  if 
you  do.” 

It  was  the  biggest  bribe  ever  known  to  be  offered,  and  it 
showed  the  detectives  that  the  villain  realized  the  extent  of 
his  danger. 

But  Old  King  Brady  shook  his  head. 

“Not  for  a  thousand  times  that  amount!”  he  exclaimed, 
coldly. 

They  handcuffed  the  astonished  man  and  after  binding 
his  wounds,  he  tv  as  taken  away  to  jail  and  charged  with  the 
murder  of  Mr.  Ray  . 

A  long,  tedious  trial  followed. 

But  he  was  convicted  despite  all  the  money  he  spent  in 
defence;  for  the  petrified  body,  the  evidence  of  the  hermit, 
and  the  affidavit  of  Barney  Green  could  not  be  denied. 

Before  he  was  hung  he  confessed  that  he  had  killed  Ray 
in  order  to  secure  his  share  of  the  copper  mine,  and  had 
forged  the  bills  of  sale. 

That  virtually  put  Nellie  into  possession  of  half  the  mine. 

,  On  the  advice  of  the  Bradys  she  sold  out  to  the  syndicate. 

In  due  time  Mark  Darrell  expiated  his  crimes  on  the  gal¬ 
lows  and  nobody  rejoiced  over  it  more  than  Red  Buck,  the 
Indian  guide. 

All  the  counterfeiters  were  convicted  and  sentenced. 

When  the  case  was  finished,  the  Bradys  left  Montana  with 

I 

|  Nellie,  and  returned  to  New  York. 

Here  the  girl  finally  married  the  man  of  her  choice,  and 
j  ever  after  cherished  a  warm  friendship  for  the  great  de¬ 
tectives  who  had  done  so  much  for  her. 

The  Bradys  soon  became  interested  in  other  Secret  Ser¬ 
vice  work,  and  added  to  the  great  fame  they  already  enjoyed. 

It  will  be  our  province  to  give  an  account  of  the  next  case 
they  handled.  And  it  shall  be  set  forth  in  the  next  issue  of 
this  library. 

THE  END. 


Read  “THE  BRADYS  HEMMED  IN:  OR,  THETR 
CASE  IN  ARIZONA,”  which  will  be  the  next  number 
(103)  of  “Secret  Service.” 


SPECIAL  NOTICE:  All  back  numbers  of  this  weekly 
are  always  in  print.  If  you  cannot  obtain  them  from  anv 
newsdealer,  send  the  price  in  money  or  postage  stamps  by 
mail  to  FRANK  TOUSEY,  PUBLISHER.  UNION 
S()T  ARE.  NEW  ^  ORK.  and  you  will  receive  the  copies 
yon  order  by  return  mail. 


SPLENDID  STORIES  OF  THE  REVOLUTION. 


->THEK- 

UBERTY  BOYS  OF  76 

A  Weekly  Magazine  containing  Stories  of  the 

American  Revolution. 


BY  HARRY  MOORE. 

These  stories  are  based  on  actual  facts  and  give  a  faithful 
account  of  the  exciting  adventures  of  a  brave  band  of  American 
youths  who  were  always  ready  and  willing  to  imperil  their  lives 
for  the  sake  of  helping  along  the  gallant  cause  of  Independence. 
Every  number  will  consist  of  32  large  pages  of  reading  matter, 
bound  in  a  beautiful  colored  cover. 

\ 

The  first  number  will  be  issued  on  Friday,  January  4th. 

DON’T  FAIL  TO  READ  IT  ! 

HERE  ARE  THE  TITLES  OP  THE  FIRST  FOUR  NUMBERS  : 

No.  1.  THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OP  ’76  ;  or,  Fighting  for 

Freedom,  Issued  January  4 

No.  2.  THE  LIBERTY  BOYS’  OATH ;  or,  Settling  With 

the  British  and  Tories,  Issued  January  11 

No.  3.  THE  LIBERTY  BOYS’  GOOD  WORK  ;  or,  Help¬ 
ing  General  Washington,  Issued  January  18 

No.  4.  THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  ON  HAND  ;  or,  Always 

in  the  Right  Place,  Issued  January  25 

For  Bale  by  all  newsdealers  or  sent  postpaid  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  by 

FR.A2NTK1  TOIJSB Y ,  Pu.blisb.er. 

24  UNION  SQUARE,  NEW  YORK 


These  Books  Tell  You  Everything! 


COMPLETE  SET  IS  II  REGULAR 


Each  book  consists  of  sixty-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  clear  type  and  neatly  bound  in  an  attractive,  illustrated  cover. 
Most  of  the  books  are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  the  subjects  treated  upon  are  explained  in  such  a  simple 'manner  that  any 
child  can  thoroughly  understand  them.  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  subjects 
mentioned.  _ — 

THESE  BOOKS  ARE  FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS  OR  WILL  BE  SENT  BY  MAIL  TO  ANY  ADDRESS 
FROM  THIS  OFFICE  ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE,  TEN  CENTS  EACH,  OR  ANY  THREE  BOOKS  FOR  TWENTY-FIVE 
CENTS.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY.  Address  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  N.  Y. 


SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE,  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
A  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
By  C.  Stansfield  Hicks. 

FORTUNE  TELLING. 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  *alsb  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

'No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum!”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28-  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
the  fortune  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.— 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  'by  the  aid  of  the  lines  of  the 
hand,  or  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  df  telling  future 
events  by  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By  A. 
Anderson. 

ATHLETIC 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in¬ 
struction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle ;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
in  this  Uttle  book. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  25.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
Embracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
A  handy  and  useful  book. 

No.  34.  IIOW  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 
fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword :  also  instruction  in  archery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 
positions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 

No.  61.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  BOWLER.— A  complete  manual 
of  bowling.  Containing  full  instructions  for  playing  all  the  stand¬ 
ard  American  and  German  games:  together  with  rules  and  systems 
of  sporting  in  use  by  the  principal  bowling  clubs  in  the  United 
States.  By  Bartholomew  Batterson. 

TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No.  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. — Containing  1 
explanations  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
sleight-of-hand  ;  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of 
specially  prepared  cards.  By  Professor  Ilaffner.  With  illustra¬ 
tions. 

No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS  — Em¬ 
bracing  all  »f  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il¬ 
lustrations.  Bv  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.—  , 
Containing  deceptive  Cnrd  Tricks  ns  performed  by  leading  conjurers 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated,  i 


MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS. — The  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  of  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  cax-ried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  .MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  .magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing-  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson 

No.  <0.  HOW  *TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS. — Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderstm.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER.— Containing 
tricks  with  Dominoes,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  Bv  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  tvith  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Andersen. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  bov 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  pub¬ 
lished.  .  * 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en- 
gineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  together 
W1U?  a  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  Aeolian  Harp,  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments;  together  with  a  brief 'de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald. 

°\!iWw  Mnw  nv?**? *  °/  the  R°yal  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59  HOW  3  0  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated,  by  John  Allen. 

No:  J1-.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

XT  LETTER  WRITING. 

J  N°.  JV  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  com¬ 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters 

and  old60  t0  USG  th°m  1  als°  giving  sPecimen  letters  for  both  young 

No  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES —Giving 
instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects; 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  reouests 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN  — 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects* 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction  on  a"  8UW». 

.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS. — A  wonderful  little 

Loth'*/  "t*  VKU  Jlnw  to  Vnte  to  -vour  sweetheart,  vour  father 
,  Ybr°theU  employer:  and.  in  fact,  everybody  and  anv- 

l  r;ish,,°l  w"te  to.  Every  young  man  and  ever*  young 
ladj  in  the  land  should  have  this  book  '  •T',un* 

No.  <4.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECTLY  Con. 
nining  full  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  anv  mihWvt  * 

fetters!  PS  f<>r  punctuat,on  ard  composition ;  together  with  specimen 
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THE  STAGE. 

*'  THE  ROYS  tu  NK\N  \OKK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
Containing  a  groat  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
'  o  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
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ittle  book 
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Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse- 
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HIE  BOYS  OB  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER  — 
*  s.  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro  Dutch 
Aisc  end  men  s  jokes 
amateur  shows 

YS  OF  NEW  YORK 
Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
s  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or- 
rainstrel  troupe. 

\ ^  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
shed,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
,  lection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 

Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
Every  ooy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
copy  immediately 

^  HOW  VO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containi  ng  cora¬ 
ls  fraction  ho  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 
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HOUSEKEEPING. 

,  vo  16  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
fui:  msiructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful  1 
flo"  -era  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  CoOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  coo's.. ng  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fisc,  gime,  and  oysters  ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
past:',  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
every  body,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cemec  s,  Aec’ian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

•  ELECTRICAL. 

No  46  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
tog-. :her  wi:h  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
•tc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES— Con- 
ta.n'ng  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
ecils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
Bt  R.  A,  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT 

No  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
Kerne dy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
th  s  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his.  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
arc,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
arpftest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  game*,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recreations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  cr  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
nor--  than  any  book  published. 

N c  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
bactimmoD,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

Sc  38.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  all 
the  f’ding  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
^ r* sayings. 

No  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
book  giv ing  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bag-  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
A  ;  icn  Pitch.  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

\r.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

:b  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE— It 
I*  ?  j.  r<~  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
all  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

V-  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and 

-  ,  ?  of  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 

of  *  :<•  a  ring  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church, 
«:  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

T7  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS, 
.ntaining  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 

Fren 


SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.  The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  iu« 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book  Besides  the  various  method* 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  ami  hat  flirtation,  it  c«* 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  I* 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  aud  young.  You  cannot  be  hapy/ 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsow 
I  hook  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instru. 

MINSl  REL  GUIDE  j  tious  in  tbe  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  part  i 

how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  oil  ih  all  popular  squ*,.  ■ 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  lo> 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  clique!** 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  g*s. 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  ti 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  aud  abroad,  giving  tF 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  t't 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  work 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  ani 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  bo«4 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 
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BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated,  and 
'containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  tie© 
canary,  mocking-bird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  ANFr 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illustrats 
ed.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  binfcf 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birdsi 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By.  J.  Harringtsrr 
Keene 

No,  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. — $ 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mount!®# 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  coas 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  a!!  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  fuU 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eifk^ 
illustration#,  making  it  the  moat  complete  book  of  tbe  kind  *v<W 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  In¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry  ;  -also  es 
perimenta  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  ThL 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No,  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand-book  for 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No,  15.  HOW  TO  BECOME  RICH.— This  wonderful  book  pre¬ 
sents  you  with  the  example  and  life  experience  of  some  of  the  moa. 
noted  and  wealthy  men  in  the  world,  including  the  self-made  men 
of  our  country.  The  book  is  edited  by  one  of  the  most  successful 
men  of  the  present  age,  whose  own  example  is  in  itself  guide  enough 
for  those  who  aspire  to  fame  and  money.  The  book  will  give  you 
90cr?t 

No.  19.' FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCES 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  the 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States  and 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  hack 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  making 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOtfR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  the 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKA 
BOOK. — Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the' 
most  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  RE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventure 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.—  Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the.  Camera  and.  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W. 

ANo7'62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Pont 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  a'!  a  bo.v  should 
.  A  A  -oamne-R  t  know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  ano  written  by  Lu  Semircna, 
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1  The  Black  Band  :  or,  The  Two  King  Bradys  Against  a  Hard  Gang. 

An  Interesting  Detective  Story. 

2  Told  by  the  Ticker  ;  or,  The  Two  King  Bradys  on  a  Wall  Street 

Case. 

3  The  Bradys  After  a  Million  ;  or.  Their  Chase  to  Save  an  Heiress. 

4  The  Bradys’  Great  Bluff  ;  or,  A  Bunco  Game  that  Failed  to  Work. 
f>  In  and  Out;  or.  The  Two  King  Bradys  on  a  Lively  Chase. 
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Brady  on  a  Dark  Trail. 
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13  Hop  Lee,  the  Chinese  Slave  Dealer;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady 

and  the  Opium  Fiends. 

14  The  Bradys  in  the  Dark  ;  or,  The  Hardest  Case  of  All. 

15  The  Queen  of  Diamonds  ;  or.  The  Two  King  Bradys'  Treasure  Case. 
10  The  Bradys  on  Top  ;  or,  The  Great  River  Mystery. 

17  The  Missing  Engineer ;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  and  the 

Lightning  Express. 

18  The  Bradys’  Fight  For  a  Life  :  or,  A  Mystery  Hard  to  Solve. 

19  The  Bradys'  Best  Case;  or,  Tracking  the  River  Pirates. 

20  The  Foot  in  the  Frog ;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  and  the 
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21  The  Bradys'  Hard  Luck  ;  or.  Working  Against  Odds. 

22  The  Bradys  Baffled  ;  or.  In  Search  of  the  Green  Goods  Men. 

23  The  Opium  King  ;  or.  The  Bradys'  Great  Chinatown  Case. 
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25  The  Girl  From  Boston  ;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  on  a  Peculiar 
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26  The  Bradys  and  the  Shoplifters ;  or,  Hard  Work  on  a  Dry  Goods 
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27  Zig  Zag  the  Clown  ;  or,  The  Bradys’  Great  Circus  Trail. 

28  The  Bradys  Out  West ;  or,  Winning  a  Hard  Case. 

29  After  the  Kidnappers :  or,  The  Bradys  on  a  False  Clue. 

30  Old  and  Y'oung  King  Bradys’  Battle  ;  or,  Bound  to  Win  Their  Case. 

31  The  Bradys’  Race  Track  Job  ;  or,  Crooked  Work  Among  Jockeys. 

32  Found  in  the  Bay  ;  or.  The  Bradys  on  a  Great  Murder  Mystery' 

33  The  Bradys  in  Chicago  ;  or,  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Lake  Front. 

34  The  Bradys’  Great  Mistake;  or.  Shadowing  the  Wrong  Man. 

35  The  Bradys  and  the  Mail  Mystery  :  or.  Working  for  the  Government. 

36  The  Bradys  Down  South  ;  or,  The  Great  Plantation  Mystery. 

37  The  House  in  the  Swamp  ;  or.  The  Bradys'  Keenest  Work. 

38  The  Knock-out-Drops  Gang;  or.  The  Bradys'  Risky  Venture. 

39  The  Bradys’  Close  Shave  ;  or.  Into  the  Jaws  of  Death. 

40  The  Bradys’  Star  Case  ;  or.  Working  for  Love  and  Glory. 

41  The  Bradys  in  ’Frisco;  or,  A  Three  Thousand  Mile  Hunt. 

42  The  Bradys  and  the  Express  Thieves ;  or,  Tracing  the  Package 
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43  The  Bradys’  Hot  Chase  ;  or.  After  the  Horse  Stealers. 

Vfle  Bradys'  Great  Wager  ;  or.  The  Queen  of  Little  Monte  Carlo. 

45  The  Bradys’  Double  Net  ;  or.  Catching  the  Keenest  of  Criminals. 

46  The  Man  in  the  Steel  Mask  ;  or,  The  Bradys'  Work  for  a  Great 

Fortune. 

47  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Trunk  :  or.  Working  a  Silent  Clew. 

48  Going  It  Blind  :  or,  The  Bradys’  Good  Luck. 

49  The  Bradys  Balked  ;  or.  Working  up  Queer  Evidence. 

50  Against  Big  Odds  :  or.  The  Bradys'  Great  Stroke. 

51  The  Bradys  and  the  Forger  ;  or,  Tracing  the  N.  G.  Check. 
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61  The  Bradys  and  the  Firebug;  or.  Found  in  the  Flames. 

62  The  Bradys  in  Texas ;  or,  The  Great  Ranch  Mystery. 

63  The  Bradys  on  the  Ocean  :  or,  The  Mystery  ot  Stateroom  No.  7. 

(54  The  Bradys  and  the  Office  Boy  :  or.  Working  Up  a  Business  Case. 

65  The  Bradys  in  the  Backwoods;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Hunters' 

Camp. 

66  Ching  Foo,  the  Y'ellow  Dwarf ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Opiun 

Smokers. 


67  The  Bradys’  Still  Hunt ;  or.  The  Case  that  was  Won  by  Waiting 

68  Caught  by  the  Camera:  or.  The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  from  Maine. 

69  The  Bradys  in  Kentucky;  or.  Tracking  a  Mountain  Gang. 

70  The  Marked  Bank  Note  ;  or.  The  Bradys  Below  the  Dead  Line. 

71  The  Bradys  on  Deck  :  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Private  Yacht. 

72  The  Bradjs  in  a  Trap;  or.  Working  Against  a  Hard  Gang 

73  Over  the  Line  ;  or,  The  Bradys’  Chase  Through  Canada. 

74  The  Bradys  in  Society  :  or.  The  Case  of  Mr.  Barlow. 

75  The  Bradys  in  the  Slums ;  or,  Trapping  the  Crooks  of  the  ‘‘Red 
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76  Found  in  the  River ;  or.  The  Bradys  and  the  Brooklyn  Bridge 

Mystery. 

77  The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Box;  or,  Running  Down  the  Railroad 

Thieves. 


78  The  Queen  of  Chinatown  :  or.  The  Bradys  Among  the  “Hop"  Fiends 
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81  The  Bradys  and  the  Ghosts  ;  or,  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Old 
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82  The  Bradvs  and  the  Brokers  :  or.  A  Desperate  Game  in  Wall  Street. 

83  The  Bradys’  Fight  to  a  Finish  :  or.  Winning  a  Desperate  Case. 

84  The  Bradys’  Race  for  Life  :  or.  Rounding  Up  a  Tough  Trio. 
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92  The  Bradys  and  the  Spy  ;  or,  Working  Against  the  Police  Depart¬ 
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